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DISTKICT OF CONNECTICUT, SK. 

Be it remembered, That on the third 
day of August, in the fifty-fourth year of the 
Independence of the United States of Ame' 
rica, Eliza Wolgott, of the said District^ hath depo- 
sited in thi» office, the title of a hook, the right whereof 
she daims as Author, in the words following, to wit: — 

" The two sisters' Poems and Memoirs. Composed 
by Eliza and Sarah G. Wolcott, of Connecticut." 

In conformity to the Act of Congress of the United 
States^ entitled, ^^ An act for the encouragement of leam- 
ingf by securing the copies of Maps, Charts, and Books^ 
to the authors and proprietors of such copies, during the 
times therein mentioned." And also to the Act, enti- 
tled, ^* An Act supplementary to an Act, entitled, * An 
Act for the encouragement of learning, by securing the 
copies of Maps, Charts, and Books, to the Authors and 
Proprietors of such copies during the times therein men- 
tioned,' and extending the bencnts thereof to the arts of 
designing, engraving, and etching historical and other 
prints." 

CHA'S A. INGERSOLL, 
Clerk of the District of Connecticut, 
A true copy of Record, examined and sealed by me, 

CHA'S A. INGERSOLL, 
Clerk of the District of C^nneelinU, 



PREFACE* 



It is generally expected when one presents 
a work to the public, that he is prepared to 
meet the events of it without a blush. But my 
work has not been so ordered — for many of my 
poems were only the efiusions of a melancholy 
hour, and never designed for public perusal — 
and would never have been arranged into a 
book, had it not been for the unremitting per- 
suasions of an esteemed fnend, who collected 
oay poems with inster Sarah's from their silent 
repository, for publication. I then consented 
4o write some memoirs, which I have introduc- 
ed at the close of my poems, and previous to 
the introduction of my dear deceased sister 
Sarah^s poems. E. W. 



POEMS. 



CLOCK AND FRIENDLY CIRCLE. 

When social friends unite 

To spend an hour. 
The clock stiikes out of sight, 

One, two, three, four. 

How short tlic time appears,^ 

Sweet interview ; 
When no one thinks or hears. 

To count one, two. 

Swiflly the minutes slide, 

Careless and free ; 
Unseen the pointers glide 

To one, two, three. 

True friendship calms the mind. 

Confidence more ; 
And feels still lem '\ikcXvi\%^ 
' To ^e«r tiiT«€b fo^"^* 



I>£ATH or SISTEBS. 

Death's empire's strong — oh cruel foe. 
Thou hast toro my loves away ; 

And leavcst me opprest with woe. 
With thy tyrannic sway. 

One coulil not satisfy thy rage, 
Though (tear to me ob light ; 

Two sisters in an early age, 
Thou stealest from my sight. 

Those lovely ones, whom early dayi 
Had taught our hearts to love ; 

My grief a sister homage pays; 
Then follow them above, 

O death ! what hast thau done to me. 

Thou tyrant every where, 
Thou wih not set thy captive free, 

Till I their fate shall share. 



Then farewell, death I no more 
Or feel thy dread alarm ; 

Then my full bouI shall sing on 
Where thou no more canst hi 



I'll .sigh, 
liigli. 



My God shall soon the spirit wafl, 
My sisters bind the wreath. 



HOPE. 



Hope is like a mountain strong. 

That rises (air and even ; 
With pearls and diamonds strewed along* 

That mark the way to heaven. 



DESERTED MANSION. 



They're fled forever, who were wont to tread 
These rooms, these walks: and this low humble shed 
Resounds now with a pensive, hollow moan, 
As I approach and find it all alone. 

Here silence sits : and melancholy wears 
Her sable garb — can I refrain from tears ? 
As I advance, the lonely echoes sound. 
And hollow murmurs seem to sigh around. 

Here I shall meet no more l\\e tneiA^ \\w^i 
To make me welcome — my T%t\ixf\ v^xw^ — 
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nusic charms my pensiTC soul, 
s to serve and please the whole. 

e garden aisle, I bend my way-^ 
ne arbor, where the moonbeam's ray 
ie influence mildly o'er the shade, 
umental music ofl was played. 

s mingled to the tuneful lyre, 
iing sti angers listened to admire ; 
n the moon shone bright o'er yonder hill, 
to the lovely whippoorwill. 

e dwells most about her long lost home, 
(s to stray round this forsaken dome : 
(t its charms when Sarah was laid low; 
'a death filled up my cup of woe. 

religion fortify the soul 
life's changes, may my God control — 
3ry murmuring tho't and wish shall cease 
et composure kindly whisper, peace. 



MT FIRSf MUSE. 

et peace and quiet Te«\.> 
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Free me from past affliction's sigh. 
And be thou, sweet peaee, ever nigh. 

When Pm restored to peace within, 
Lord, from my heart expel all sin ; 
Sure then I shall devoted be. 
To live and die alone for thee. 



Oscar's ghost. 



When darkness throws her mantle o'er the heath, 
And the pale moon with sombre face appears, 

When scarce the whisp'ring winds were heard to 
breathe, 
Cleora visits Oscar's tomb with tears. 

Unseen by mortal eye, the maiden weeps, 
O'er the cold turf of Oscar's dear remains ; 

And begs the soul of him who calmly sleeps, 
To hear the moans of her who thus complains. 

Thus, while the lingering maid, with poignant sighs 
Calls the dear name of her loved Oscar loud ; 

A voice is heard ,-r-* Is it Cleora's cries. 
That call down Oscar^sBOuX ttotcv'^otv^^t ^«<aSK 



riio nstonish'J maid beholds her luve descend, 
CarbleEfi and free in vaiinrs pure and wliite ; 

\nd while his spirit hovers round bis fritiod, 
Her spirit faitits to view liis robe so bright. 

•Don't speak, kindspirit,'' thus the maid oxclairna, 
" If tliou art Oscar, sure I'll no more fear, 

Forlorigl'vesouirhtlhceneardenth'sdnrk domains, 
Fearing Cleora'a voice thou could'st not hear." 

Thus Oscar speaks, " O why, CJcora dear, 
Doyou complain wherenonecan calm yourgrief; 

Peace, dearest maid — my soul is resting near 
The Lamb, where (rouble finds a calm relief; 

iVhere diuppointment never finda a place, 
Norinends who loved like us shall erer change: 

3 then Cleora, seek each christian grace; 
Then mount with me the etherial fields to range." 



LITE s TIC 19 s inn) E. 



In youth, how beauteous is the roso, 
Just opening to the day ; 
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The landscape, charming to tlie eye. 
Shines in the nrghtly dream ; 

While zephyrs fan the azure sky, 
And tremble o'er the stream. 

Till from the north a hazy mist 
Hangs e'er with sable shade, 

Old echo mimnurs as 1 list^ 
And lains come o'er the glade. 

So disappointments o'er ns roH, 
And shade our fondest thought^ 

And mingle sadness in the sou) 
For all we fondly sought. 

As age comes out be whispers, halt. 
From searching here below ; 

Believe earth's flatteries the faulty 
From which my wrinkles grow. 

Ooce were my feet in vigor light, 
Employ'd in pleasure's road. 

But ah ! as age advanc'd, my sight 
Scarce told me my abode. 

Once was my voice skilled for the pipe. 
And warbling notes 1 8un^\ 

TilJ palsied fingen \o9l VVi^vc ^^^ 
And^then thoBe tiole* h?^t^ ^oxife* 



Yet hope, behind yon curtain, tells 
Of joy beyond tbe tomb ; 

For there eternal comfort dwells. 
And bids the traveller. come. 



SISTEH 8 GRAVE . 

They are gone, and have left me lo weep. 
And I sigh as I wander the plain. 
To view the green turf where my two sistera sleep, 
, And say, — when shall I meet them again ? 

Tlie rose bushes flourish to deck each dear grave, 
ComiiiinglingtheirdewdropswithtearsI sustain, 
I sigh when 1 think there was nothing lo save. 
And say, Oiny loves, — when shall we meet again ? 

The balsam,the bowei, still are blooming &- green. 
Whereat twilightIwBnder,some friend otlexclaims 
. " Here cheerful Lucretia and Sarah were seen. 
But here never more shall we meet them again." 

Tbenightingalesings;butah,know3 not she wounds 
' This heart so bereft of &!) joy but a name; 
Jaat to live,and to bops w hen the lut Uum^ sounds 
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KT NAME-SAKE. 



The rose and lily both combine, 

To make thy beauty fair; 
But not the rose or eglantine 

Can with true grace compare. 

Sweet little girl — thy prattling voice 

Still vibrates on mine eai ; 

Soft innocence is all thy choice, 

. While playful smiles appear. 

May virtue fair enhance .your worthy 

As rising years advance ; 
And all the graces lead you forth 

From earthjs alluring glance. 

May no rude storm e'er check thy bloom. 

Or cloud thy smiling day ; 
Nor sudden death point to the tomb, 

And snatch my love away. 



aoLUip^irr. 

They sleep, who once were near my side, 

And laugh'd the bouis away ; 
Tbey aleep beyond the swd£A^ ^dn^ 
Who.WTd my joyous d«j. 

a 



fit 

Soft sighs the breeze in moutnfiil strain. 

O'er either hallowed Urn, 
While my sad muse recalls again 

Thai 1 am left to mourn. 



Ah ! yea, dear ones, around your tomb 
My muse holds deai the mound. 

Where turf'd beneath the solid gloom, 
In slumber ye are bound. 

Rest — resting lofes, earlh no more charn 
Or damps your rising hope ; 

And earth-born care no more alacms, 
For Deatli thai |>ower has broke. 

Dear, dear in.life were you to me. 

En memory still the same ; 
Time swiftly flies— Eternity^ 

And we may meet again ! 



LINES WSITTEN ATTER CHABLES NOBT«N WAS 
LAID IN THE flKAVB. 



Little pilgrim, thou hast fled 
From a world thai.' a tviW o? « 
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Here full many a t^^r was thine. 
Now those tears are wip'd away. 

Now we trust thy soul doth shine 
Where true joy knows no decay.' 

Though thy father's lonely tomb 
Now a distant church yard claims ; 

Yet the voice that bids thee come, • 
Shall awake bis cold lemains. 

Little sleeper,-rest a while, 
Close beside thy mother dear ; 

Guardian angels o^er thee smile; 
Jesus is forerer near. 



WRITTEN WBBN A CHILD. 

• 

How do you do. my friend ? 

The answer soon is, ** well." 
Then we'll together sjiend 

An hour, our woes to tell. 

What most perplexes you ? 

With accents sofl and mild ; 
The anawery *» since I niovu 
My frieiKl, joy AUb my «\\\\A» 



For HOW my mind is free 

From troubles Ihnt oppress, 

Joy comes alonp with thee, 
And chases my dialress. 

Long, lon<; I've sought nrrieiult 
To whom I could imparl 

The trials tli^t attend 

This life, and cheer my liearl. 

But since your friendly mind 
Appears to share my wo. 

With gratitude I find 

My tears no longer flow. 

Now resignation warms, 

By sympathetic love ; 
It fiees from all alarm. 

And bids us look above. 



'I'ick on, while 1 the n 

And hear how fast iheTmie 
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Like bubbles thick upon the tide» 
Which rise and sink apace ; 

So are the hours of youthful pride, 
Which break upon the chase. 

Soon our tide of life is done, 

Oai pilgrimage is o'er ; 
And then eternity comes on, 

Not measured as before. 

Tick on, I bear my time is short, 

I mark the little space, 
That now divides me from that poit, 

Where shines my Savior's face. 

Reflect upon the parting sound. 
And then review the same ; 

And watch each footstep in each round. 
And every folly blame. 

Next moment I may launch beyond 
The measured hour of time ; 

Where earthly expectations fond, 
May change for those sublime. 

Time well improved, hath great reward 

Beyond this earthly sph^T^ \ 

Tick on, thy poinlen \ Te^t&> 

'^hy parting sound \ Vieax . 
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Then my monitor, I prize 
Thy ticking nramenls more ; 

Tick on, and teach me to be wisei 
Before the time ie o'er. 



THE CHANGE. 

The year is past, the scene -of action's o'er, 
'Twas then ihe bloom'd, who here sball bloom no 

more; 
And tiush'd in death, that roice that lov'd the name 
Of husband, parents, kindred, all the aame. 

Thy course was short, sweet stster, mother, friend. 
And few the years that did thy steps attend; — 
But seventeen, — and thou liast own'd the name 
Of wife, of mother, death ! — another claim. 

While hope just ''rown'd thee with a tn other's love. 
Death stole thy infant and entomb'd thn dove ; 
Scarce two days old, and she must bid adieu 
To earth, to life, to beauty, and to you. 

" But cease to murmur," some kind seraph cries, 

"fff>r Mill 'a at mot." annlVm* anonV Kw*. 
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But just before her last departing hour, 
She sang, <' So fades the lovely blooming flower;"' 
While all in silence wept, the moral true. 
For soon Lucretia bid us all adien. 

Sweet sister, youngest of our name atid line. 
How of\ thy footsteps have attended mine. 
To gather flowers when spring exhal'd their bloom, 
Nor little thought that we should part so soon. 

But since our God 's our Savior and our king. 
He can assuage my grief, whose praise you sing. 
And grant me faith, and resignation too. 
And fit my soul to join in praise with you. 



. THE LARK. 

Whence those warbling notes so early. 
Floating soft in some lone spray, 

Ah, 'tis the lark that sings so cheerly. 
In the merry month of May. 

Sofl, beauteous bird, why rise so soon. 

Lest other songsters cV\\<\e N^ne^\ 
" Ha,rk ye, dear roa\d,io a\fte^>S\ wjoxv. 
The songsters wou\d Aer\d^ tqa* 
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« But I with joy bait ever; otorning. 

Rousing all my little chwr, 
While the splendid sun's adorning. 

Every grove that we admire. 

" Believa tnei gentle maid, sincerely. 
When the sun shines smiling round, 

I must hasten, or quite fairly. 
Soon the dew is off Uu ground." 



Tax CHKBOSEEfl. 

The vision told of soldier's arms, 
Of beating drums and war's alarms, 
But of no cannon's rattle. 

The marching band in grarid parade, 
MovM on in grandeur, undtsmay'd, 
As if 'twere form'd for battle. 

The music fitl'd the air around, 
In nudnight slumbers most profund, 
'Twas (here the armor glistened. 
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The sign was markM — ** The Cherokee, 
We come to join the Christians, free!" 
I wondered as I listened ! 

While horns were blowing, music flowiogy 

Hail the Jubilee ; * 
Morning dawn'd/ the cocks were crowing* — 

Set the captives free. 



THB STKANOBRS. 

Let those who strike the muse*s lyre, 
- And chant harmonious numbers^ 
When solemn sounds their souls inspire, 
Arise froin their dull slumbers. 

Let those who fipg redeeming Ioyg, 
And chord in her bless'd wondersy 

Speak often if those joys aboTe, 
Where friendship never sunders. 

The name of stranger, soon is o^er, 
For life 's of short duration ; 

Then strangers meet to part no more. 
In sweet association. 

O happy hour — when ii'm^f^ ftxvA 
And /itisird is all our ©orrov. 



IVJien fa'uU and liope 
Shall greet 



I lie 



Thon may we, strangers 
Improve our momenia 

Let's tune our liarps iri nisuinii s 
And fit them for that meeting. 



lie re to-day, 
fleeting ; 
iclom's way, 



> LASTISO JOV BXLOW, 



Brigbt fancy leads the youthful mind 

To peek some joy below ; 
But 'ere old age creeps on, we find 
The accne is chang'd for wo. 

How brilliant are the various scenes. 
That prompt the youth to sow 

His seed to fancy's airy dreams. 
Which disappoint below. 



gilded Di 



But there's a batk, whi 
Invite the youth to ri 

Thus he aacenda, then upwaid 
And leaves all griefbolow. 

Ili3 Dart 



I. niirtGo(\ 'nVivi^OBtii. 
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A crown of love, which will amend 
For pangs'of grief below. 



ustbr's habp. 

When last those sweet notes I enjoy'd, 
O Sarah, thy hand gave the sound ; 

Bat with ailgels thou now art employed. 

While thy harp seems to -sigh at death's wound. 

How moumfurs the strain that recalls 
Thy form so beloved to my mind ; 

Wheii the note of the wood-robbin falls, 
Deep sorrow and tears are combined. 

Though silent^ thy harp seems to speak; 

Too transient these strings for her use ; 
A harp of new strings, never weak. 

Thy sister holds forth to thy muse. 

The harp she has left thee behind. 
Is a pledge of the shortness* of time ; 

As lier hand struck t^e last note sublime^ 
May her sweet example be mine.^ 



LINES WSITTKN AT THE SBQCKIT OF A rBIBND. 

Soon, soon, m; dear Sa/ah, some friend, ' 

Will say of Eliza and you, 
They havu led us ; 'twas mine to attend 

The bed where they eigh'd the adiea. - 

Then Oh, my dear Sarah, may we 
Being freed from thia earthly abode. 

Where crosaea we still are to see, 
Kest safe in the bosom ofGod. 

0, there we shaH meet, ifprepar'd. 

Our friends who h^Vje long gone beforer 

For Christ our dear Savior, declared. 
That mansions of reat are in store. 

Sa<:h hope on the promise reclin'd, 
Is appointed to' cheer us below ; — 

Its influence a sweetness of mind, 

Which none but who feel it can know. 



Prom Bcenei ef mirth and tumj gusala, 
I yet remain in pe&oe-, 
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This season quite surpas»e8 all. 

To bring to mind the joys 
Of children rambling in the fall — . 

The little girb and boys- 

For swiftly sped those lightsome hours^ 

When, void of anxious cares. 
We counted all the golden towers. 

Imagination rears. 

« 

Though kindred near, and dear should sever. 

On earth no more to. meet; 
Yet virtue crowns true patience, ever 

Submissive at h^ feet. 

Let's seek the heavenly graces dear. 

Fair ornaments of youth, . 
That wisdom gives for every tear 

That's shed in search of truth. 



ON CH£J&RFULNS88. 

There is a friend that softens care» 
When health and spirit's Jow, 

Reqnirea a heart to {ee\ ^amSl \iiaM^ 
In either weal or wo. . 

3 




A cheerful smile is like that Hinr 
Which guides the sailor's helm ; 

AnJ thus the land is seen afar, 

Which darkness would overwhdtii. 

A cheerful heart should be refin'd 

With truth and constancy ; 
Then Bethlehem's Sur lights up thenilnd. 

And sets the captive free. 

This happy gift, when thus possessed, 

Suivivestlie darkest storm ; 
For this btess'd star lives in the tir4>Bsl, 

'I'hen usheni in the morn. 



RrTTlBEKEKT. 

A pleasant, calm retreat. 
My muse would choose to greet. 
Where gratitude can reign, 
And music entertain. 



The number few, but bind, 
Of friends for me designed. 
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Industry must have her place, 
And walk with even pace. 
For this prepares the mind 
For pleasures more refined. 

Our walls shall never close 
Against the pilgrim's woes ; 
Who comes to seek, shall find 
Shelter from cold and wind. 

Sometimes let them unfold 
Their secret troubles, bold, 
A soothing word may lend 
A cordial to a friend. 

And when the night is o'er. 
With thanks they'll leave the door, 
And lightsome o'er the plain, 
Pursue their course again. 



ON PLEASURE. 



Adieu, ye winds, that softly 

Blew phantoms in the air. 

And raised your heada w> \o^v. 

To seek ye, was my cxltc. 



But wlien 1 tlioiiglit to gain yeu. 
Ye vaniali'tl Trom my siglii, 

Ye faded like the rainbow. 
No more to give delight. 



Ah! where's the youthful train, 
Tliat ilirong'd Ihe lovely plain ; 
And wove enchantments sweet, 
Which music made complete. ■ 

Death spell, and broke the band, 
And bamsh'd all their mirth ; 
TrBn<<rer'd to some lone land. 
Oblivion's hid their worth. 



But one of all the train, 
ytill lingers on the plam 
And she has 1 
From all who 






Neglected or unknown. 
She Jieeps her lonely hall, 
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Where winding waters pour 
Their floods to yonder shore: 
Sometimes at eve she strays, 
To sigh o'er fallen days. 



ON HEASII70 A SERMON PREACHED BY REV. DR. B. 

** And iflgo^ I will come again and receive you wUq 
myte^, that where I am^ there ye may be alto,** 

And wilt thou come to cheer my longing sight, 
My dear Redeemer, from that world of light ; 
And take me to those mansicAis well prepared, 
Foi those that love thee, as thou hast declared ? 

Thrice happy season, when my Lord shall come 
To take his children to their peaceful home ; 
To live with him, whose blissful smile is peace, 
Forever freed from earth's tumultuous strife. 

. Then fear not death, when hope's bright banner 

reigns, 
Nor fear the shroud — for here will end thy pains ; 
Soon thy glad spirit's ushered in the throng, 
To chant' the praises of the angelic song. 

There thy full soul, in raptuTOU^ tow'cct\.>\s2\^ 
Of victory crowned, thy jo^^l^^Vfti^WJ^ > 

3* 



While nolea syinpiiotiiouB, chord nionir tlie ao 
Joy, pence, and rest — eternil J prolongs. 

Tlifin lei me walk life's thorny way «-nh csre, 
Avoiding sin and every baneful snare ; 
Press forward lo that heavenly rest on high, — 
Our promis'd rest — ourjnBnaion in llie sky. 



THE DEBEETED PABLOR. 

Ah ! where is she who used to grace 

The sofa with her form, 
Whose Brniling look>t, and artless face. 

Her converse did adorn. 

There's her piano,-!— hark '. — no sound ! 

Where ia that sprightly h;iml 
That us'd to scatter notes around. 

Sublime at her command '! 

Go muse, ami call — ah ! nothing's heard, 
No human sound she knows; 

For yonder — Mary sleeps, inler'd 
Where early violets grow ! 
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And neyer let their tears ho rnro, 
When Mary's fate is tokl. 



ON THE DEATH OF EUmCE WtilTTLEflBT. 

G09 melancholy muse, and view the seat 
Of Whittlesey, and let the contrast tell. 

How health, and wit, and beauty, tho' complete. 
Are not exempt from death — so Eunice fell ! 

Then let the muse in sacred order move, 
While traversing her lonely garden o'er ; 

And turning seat me in her lone alcove, 

Where sunshine happy days are now no more. 

Still let reflection once enjoy her lay. 

And call back- hours of }outh departed long. 

When hope and joy around our hearts would play, 
And happiness, a vision, chant her song. 

No more the radiance of the sun's bright ray 
Invites dear Eunice to these pleasant scenes ; 

But joy9, that far surpass this earthly dream. 
Inspire my Eunice to superior themes. 

Then let me bid this bower m^ \mS. ^!is>xs^^ 
Since the loved misirew ^o^^uX Xoc^ilYwc ^^^^. 



And may my heait like hers in virtue truct 

View joys by Talth that now 1 can't by sight. 



THE BESllRKECTION OP A PIOUS FAXILY. 

Written at tke requeit of a/rimd. 

Death severs TriendB, while some remain to weep, 
To YJew the forms beloved borne to their graves. 

Where safe entonib'd their bodies lowly sleep. 
Till new-born ages sink beneath the wave. 

There silence reigns, and intercourse is o'er ; 

Tbeii evening fire-side never- more shall throng 
With cheerful guests to tell of ancient lore. 

While innocence would list the cricket's song. 

Arc all dispersed? ibe traveller breathes a sigh : — 
Is not one left to Jiear the pilgrim's prayer. 

Who many a stormy night,when winds blew high, 
Has found an open door and shelter there ? 

Blest house, deserted, — still I linger here ; 
And silent, listen to the mournful breeze, 
That slowly murmurs tlirough the mansion near, 

Andaighs its passage through l\ii; nw^^W rvn^^totA. 
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Still to this seat, for charity renownM, 
Whose hospitable host fed all the poor, 

At twilinrht^s fall, the pilgrim weary, round 
Would Turn, and hither find an open door. 

• 

But now no welcome echoes througb the h«llf 
To soothe his sorrows, or light up a arnile» 

Or hid him seek His grace, who died for ally 
Or chant His praise the evening to beguile. 

But cease these sighs, this tumult, and my tears, 

I sooD shall bear the joyful trumpet sound- 
Break their short sleep, — when God's own light 
appears. 
To abed His uifluence, breathing life arpund. 

• • 

Then this blest family, shall live and bbom, — 
Confined no more to dust, rise hand in band — 

Spring from the dust, exulting o'er the tonib, — 
With shouts of angels join the joyful band. 

Where hymns elysian ever new they raise, 
In tranquil numbers greet the tuneful lyre ; 

And saints responsive chant immortal praise. 
Their Breast-plate Victory, and their God their 
Sire. 



ON A RBffTomATinK FHOH nCEHE*'. 

To my Friend. 

[n condescension, ma; the balm 

Of Gileml nowBp[>f:ar, 
With sirenglh'ninfr cords (he mind to nhn, 

Aod thus dispel all^ fear. 

Far better light than sun-shine ifivee, 

May we by seeking find ; 
A sick-bed teaches us He lifes. 

When we're to prayer inclin'd. 

Grateful to God, and Iriemle most kind, 

May we be ever found ; 
Estahlish'd faith adorn the miml. 

And every grace abound. 

Let harmoiiy and k>Te adorn 

Our few and fleeting days. 
And lit us for that glorious mom. 

When Christ himself arrays. 

When troubles rise, let us resori 
To the rhvsician, God, 



37 



Your sympathy for me bestow'd 

I yet remember well ; 
And how my heart within me glowM» 

When written accents fell. 



LIFK IS TRANSIENT. 

Such is the state of life, my friend, 
- That all is transient here ; 
If we have triads fo contend, 
Our heaven,, our home is near. 

If our dear friends around us fall, 

Or other sorrows come, 
Let^s think the warnings are a ca11» 

To speed our passage home. 

If prosperous days around us smile, 
Then view the hand that gives, 

But let not prosperous days beguile 
Our souls from him that lives. 

If clouds or storms be seen afar, 
And dreary winter come, 

May we be mindful of iVie SUt 
That guides our pasB%^<^ \\otEA- 




ON TUB cEWimioTn or ovu bayhib. 

Da; of days, Mb people crown'd bim. 
But tlie crown was not of love j 

And on his crown they Rmote to wound himr 
Lord orall the worlds above. 

Milder Ihan the blushing morning. 

Was his heavenly aspect fair; 
He beheld (heir cruel scornings; 

None reinember'd Bethlehem's Star, 

He fulfil'd tlie glorious presage, 
Took the sin and bore the shams, 

And thus shnw'dhis heavenly message; 
O love immutable, the Same. 

Saints yourJife is in this blessing, 
Christ has pointed you the way. 

Sinners kneel to God, confessing 
Crimes u! ich he can wash away. 



Ye foaming billows, as ye soar, 
Give praises to your king. 

Ye lofly tid^s that in waves do glicle» 

Jq leaping numbers tell 
Who now commands the setting tide. 

And bidff your waters swell. 

Ye fish that scale in thousand bands. 
Praise him who guards your sboa]s» 

Who feeds you from his op'ning hands, 
Where deeper waters roll. 

Let all the monster? of the deep 
• Command their voice to hiniy 
While the rude waters hushed to ale^ 
AU nature chants her hymn* 

Let man whose gifts were formed for praise, 

With noble gifts refin'd. 
Let him attune his harp to raise 

The song that heaven design'd. 



THE DBSBBTSD ARBOB* 



How fair are these branches, which once spread 

Far two lovely mtfinb.^\mik tea9ik\o^ 
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While th« soft winding breez« Bigbs a alow pat- 
sage throughr 
And tells me my sisters bare bid me adieu. 

I view these dear seats where tbey once fondly satr 
I know this engraving, the muse points to that, 
I see their initials so dear to my view; 
But ah ! my dear sisters have bid me adieu. 

The bower still is green as the Beason retumai 
The Bight bird approaofaea, and wildly shcF mowMSi. 
While lowly they sleep, and the echo is true 
That murmers, my sisters have bid me adieu. 

Then, O blessed Savior, look'down from above, 
O teabb me to pattern the friends whom I love, 
Their virtues and graces, O let me pursue, 
And then, O my NSters, I'll rest beside you. 



TO THE mrsB. 

How light thy little form appears. 
Sometimes in smiles, sometimes in teaiSr 
And as thy varytng edors Bow, 
At every glance our bosonw glow. 
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And evefy ohaitn thy magic ibrm'df 
Is dark and silent unadorned. 

But when thy presence lights the mind, 
The soyl aspires to thoughts refinedy . 
Where peace and sweet contentment dwell, 
Inhere wood-bines shade thelianowed cell. 

Where innocence, in neat attire, 
Each jural walk doth most aSmire, 
No other hope or wish she knows ; 
But what around her garden grows; — 

^a?e when the distant bell she hears, — 
That well known sound her bosom cheers, 
Then swift imagination flies, 
To seek her home beyond the skies. 

Sweet ra«ise convey me to the shade 
-Where simple worth^s alone poi:tfray*d, 
Where innocence her vigils keep, 
To where my ^sisters lowly sleep. 



WBITTBN BESIDE THE SICK BED OF SISTEB SAHAH, 
A SHOBT TIME BEFOBE HBB DEATH. 

S«reet sister, laycily as thow wl^ 
And mild as summeT^^ eN«^ 
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And tboo, me »"" 

•r^*-* teWe to ««««>'• '^ 

Tby Savior WK "^ » 

veaVietload, 
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Where you being freed from sin and wo, 
Shall rest with him above. 



SHE IS DEAD. 

The soul is fled 1 — the transient breath 

Is gone to him who gave, 
And now that form sleeps low in deatb. 

In yonder silent grave ! 

Her sprightly step no more is seen. 
With smiles approaching near; 

No voice like hers upon the green — 
No more her voice I hear« 

How dark, how silent is the grave, 
How low the sleeping friend, 

And nought on earth her life could save. 
For Sarah's life must end. 



Our life 's a lamp, lit for an hours 
We bear our Savior's call,— <- 

We bow before his sov'retgn power* 
We sicken — then we fall. 

Our hope is &r bojoiidtVAifinnik \ 
Our fiither aoA qkkk fcm!^« 
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Bids the younjf spirit thilher ri 
Hia love to comprehend. 



MBNTAJ, BEAUTY. 
Writtea vheaveryyoang, — to a friend. 

As when refreshing showerB descend 

On beauty's roses iair. 
Such &re the graces of my friend, 

When I hbr converse shate. 

Unlkdlng charms does she possesst 
A mind that's well inromi'd. 

She sympathizes in distress, 
And thus her life's adom'd. 

Her manner's graceful and sincere. 

Expression's in her eye. 
Which seems to epeak, still lists to hear 

The accents that are nigh. 

Serene's her look, her heart's the Mm*, 
Contentment crowns her mind, 

Her virtues sure deserve a name. 
Where evergreen's entwine. 

O nMy tbB lustre of taj bwaA, 
Ifibow cbwaw BO ^ifttoi 
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Inspire my mind from vice to mend. 
And virtue consecrate. 



SQULOQUY. 

Written when a ckUd, 

Youth's blooming morn will soon be o'er, 

For life's an empty dream, 
O may we all land on that shore. 
Where heavenly pleasures, evermore. 

Are peaceful and serene. 



.4WATCHI190 BESIDE THSEE SICK FSIBIVS0. 

One o'clock^ A, Jkl, 

With watchful eye and careful step, 

I to each bed will go, 
Perhaps this cordial may check 

The fever raging so. 

But means, without a blessing, prove 

But tiifling to apply ; 
A blessing from our God above. 

Can cheer a sick friend'a e^e. 
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May I in Taith giv« each 
The portion jast preacTib'd. 

And witness what I teach, 
That laith is true describ'd. 

Around this table where I write, 
1 hope iny friends to see, 

Recover'd each their appetite, 
Then let us thankful be. 



Thanks be to God whose rolling sun, 
Lights eighteen hundred twenty-one, 
Whose wisdam guides the seasons roiiDd,. 
And binds in power the icy ground. * 

Thanks be to God whose constant care, 
Preserres us atitl, his gills to share ; 
IjcI all united stag around. 
Till billa shall echo to the sound. 

This faTor'd mom, may many find 
Their ught restor'd, who once were blind; 
Then kind compassion be their choice. 
And good will sound in every voice. 
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A happy new-year's song to raise, 
A sweet return of joyfiil praise. 



THE nUSONEB. 

• 

The cheerful oii) of day miCy rise. 
To run his daily course ; ' 

But ah ! for me, the prisoner cries, 
The lustre has no force. 

In heavy chains by heathen hand,. 

Condemn-d in dungeon'* gleonv 
Far from my happy native land^. 

And my domestic room. . 

No sympatiiizing tear I find, * 

To soothe a brobeq heart, 
But croe) threats from savage miiid% 

No words of joy impart. 

Biit while in darkness long I ]ie^ 

May resignation prove 
A balm to cure the heavy wound. 

And raise the heart aboye. 

And tho' these chains sunound my fovm^ 
Mf86i$l diBceim the ivy^ 




Where soon instead of chains forlorn, 
I'll liae to endl^ day. 

How blest the thought (o meet again. 
The distant friends we love ; 

The joyfitl hope I now sustain. 
Descends from heaven above. 



TO GUTER L. . 

Thou will, my sister, think of me. 
As you turn o'er these leaves, 

And when I'm sever'd far from thee, • 
Will read and turn to these. 

Perhaps some word may bring to tnind, 
Past days^and lightsome hours, 

When youth and health around us twin'd 
A wreath of myrtle flowers. 

But if, my dear, we meet with change. 
We'll think 'tis for the best. 

Nor murmur, nor dure think it strange. 
For love will stand the test. 

And may kind Providence bestow 
Hia holy presence ever. 
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TO SISTEK Mr 



Dear sister, when you turn to thisr 
' Then thfnk of sister E. 
And sometimes say this writing is 
A pledge of love from me. 

And should some bright and prosperous days 

Again shine o^er our path, 
Let us seek first true wisdom's waysv — 

The richer joys of faith. 

But humbly thankful, may our hearts 

Receive, if pfenty crowns ; 
Or if deny'd, God's love imparts^ 

And all His children owns. 

Then sure, we safe shall find a home, 

A lasting seat in heaven ; 
Where we shall wish no more to roam^ 

Enjoy the promise given.. 



SABBATH HOBK. 



Hail bJeifsed day — ^let each glad«^mt w[^ 
^7 ««/ airake, repent, «nd\u[i^Xo'^w| \ 




fiow to Hia ibot-Btool, vinr His pBrd'ning grace, 
Seek Him betimn — adore Hia smiling fiue. 

If carea oppreaB, and triib Gil (be mind, * 
See on the cioh, the Saf iour was rwign'd ; 
He bore a heavier load — Ah ! yea for. me. 
He bled and died, to set the captive free. 

Then rise my aoul. adore exalted love. 
Raise swift thy wingB to those fafr dimes above, 
Where cheruba sound the praiiea of their King, 
And all their praises flow with joy to Him. 

Then to His courts with joj I would r^nir. 
And hear the wondera that revive me there ; 
The word at God alone unfolda the way^ 
That leads to joys of never fading day. 

Reign o'er me King Supreme, forever reign, 
And from vain thoughts and words may I re&ain ; 
Then by the door of sweet salvation, I, 
O'er the etherial hills, inyself-edpy. 



TSI SHIUC, O OQDf IB Ur% AVO FKAOB. 

O thou, whoH smile ia all 
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Let thy mild radiance fall, 
To make thy servants blest. 

Thy smiles new vigor bring. 
To keep our heart and mind. 

And lights the soul to sing 
In rapture roost refined. 

When thy protecting smile 
Directs the wanderer's way ; 

No storm shall e'er beguile. 
Or lead their souk astray. 

One smile of thine inspires 

Inestimable peace ; 
And then the soul desires 

No other joy but this. 

While others seek for gain 

On sublunary ground. 
Let me thy smile obtain, 

And then my joys are crown'd. 



CHRIST, who's OOITB BBVOBX. 

When troubles rise, 
Aad tempests roaT| 

5 



Lift up jou eyes, 
Chriat went before. 

Tbougb friends ma; put, 
Ajm] teari may pour, 

CktmfoTt your heart, 
Christ went befere. 

Though, in the ilust. 

They're seen no more. 
Still Him we tiuat 

Who. went before. 

When left alone, 

Unaeeh, adore 
That righteous OnOf 

Who went before. 

When death's cold streaid 
Shall round ua pour, 

Tboa dunk on Htm, 
Who 'went befbre- 

None e'er should ftklot. 

Who eeek that shore. 
Or nuke complaint, — 

Christ went before. 
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IN RBMSMBBANCS OF TUX D£CKA8£D. 

Three years have fled. 

And quickly sped, 
Since first their vows were given ;— 

Now two are dead, . 

Their vows are fled. 
And all their prospects riven. 

Their prospects bloom'd — 

But now entomb'd, 
Their bodies lowly sleep ; 

Then why should I, 

For earth more sigh, 
Or for vain pleasure seek ? 



* THE TO^TEB OF BOTANT. 

Selected from luxuriant grovesy 

In folds of rich perfume. 
From wilds where skilful knowledge roves. 

And holds her conquering plume. 

In verdant meads, in spicy beds, 

In rich profusions (bund, 
The choicest aromatic, sheds 

Sweet exhalations routvi. 
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Cuird from the depths of deeper shades. 

Where thickest ivy twines, 
Where silent solitude pervades, 

Thexe nature's giA reclines. 

These healthful herbs arid roots are found 

In fields and gaiidens near, 
That praise impartial niay resound 

To God who plac'd them there. 



FBUENPSHJU** 

How dear and blessed tlie name 
Of friendship's golden chain ; 
She leads the happy mind 
Where virtues are combined. 

In peace, content, and love, 
Thus we true friendship provOy 
An interchange of joy. 
Which nothing can destroy* 

A confidence is joined 
To mingle souls refinV?» 
And angels listen there. 
Such tidings to decWe. 
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ON 8PBIKO. 



Return sweet spring, and let thyjrays 
Descend to cheer the ground. 

While each glad field her tribute pays, 
Bedecked with flowers around. 

WhQe budding trees, adorn'd with green, 
Unfold their fragrant leaves ; 

And cheerful songsters there are seen 
Their webbed nests to weave. 

Now let the joyful faimer strew 

His seed on broken soil. 
While with delight he hopes to view 

The harvest crown his toiL 

And now may. gentle showers descend. 
To cheer the smiling meads. 

While their sofl winds the zephyrs lend 
To weave the tender reeds. 

Now gentle streams refresh the vales. 

Exhaling odors sweet. 
Meandering down the hills and dales, 

And makes the scene complete. 



S« 
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<*LOVE IS THE FULFILLING OF THE LAW. 

When cares oppress and wound the heart. 
What snjreet relief does love impart ; 
Can aught beneath the radiant sun^ 
Inspire such charms as love hath done. 

Love ! yesy 'twas love that bled for alir 
That paid the ransom from the fall ; 
When no kind arm was stretched to isave. 
Our Savior's life in love He gave. 

There is a eharifi in love's command. 
That follows where the christian band 
Unite in praises tp their King, 
While notes of joy tune every string. 

The joys of love survive the tomb, 
'Tis like an ever-green in bloom ; 
When outward beauty fades away. 
Love lights thd soul to realms of day. 

Then fear not age^ with silvery hair, 
For mental worth shines then most fiur ; — 
'Tis then the graces most conspire, 
To set it forth in meek attire. 



» 



» 
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TO A FSIEN0. 



Dear Pplly, where are you to-day ? 

And what is your eiDployment ? 
I hope your every care's away. 

And you have sweet enjoyment 

Let us press forward, to obtain 

The ftivor of our God ; 
If happily we may attain 

The strait and narrow road. 

Then think, when years are past. 
How small our trials were ; — 

When Christy his robe shall o'er us cast, 
And wipe the falling tear. 

More patient may we still abide, 
'Till Jesus makes us wise ; — 

Liaying all anger quite aside. 
For mercy in the skies. 
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THE BUSH CURTAIN. 

A Riddle. 

Its lovely form to hide from vieWy 
Under a shady grape vine grew. 
When fair ambition says, ** all hail. 
Why live you in this lonely vale ? 
Come live with me, thy plumage dear. 
Shall deck my cottage window near ; 
So when the sun's reflecting heat» 
Shall every day our windows greet ^ 
In tenderness for thy lov'd maid, 
Thou'lt lend thy wings her form to shade. 



ON THB NEWYEAB, 1839. 

O God preside, and rule the rising year. 
Convert, inspire, in majesty appear; 
Control our nation, let thy image shine, 
Rule thou in eighteen hundred twenty-nine. 

Our hopes, our joys, flow from thy presence still; 
Conform our minds, and bend them to thy will ; 
Great Sun of RighteousnesS| with power divine ; 
Illumine eighteen hundred twenty-nine. 

This year, O Sun of RigbieoxnueBa ^ivbi^ 
Break ^rib in beauty, o^et the diiWiinMiiiBraA^ 
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Let order, truth, and unity refine 

All hearts, in eighteen hundred twenty-nine. 

Give our exactors grace^ our teacfcers too, 
May each his giil and calliug now pursue ; 
Build up thy cau^e^— we own the kingdom thine. 
And order eighteen hundred twenty-nine. 

Let pride no more our christian land control, 
That poisonous draught deceitful to the soul ; 
Those wasting fiends, eictrayagance and wine» 
Put down in eighteen hundred tw«Bty-nine. 

Then shall our country's sons become renown'J| 
And take the honcn* freedom long has crown'd ; 
Then shall her daughters praise the power divine^ 
Who orders eighteen hundred twenty-nuie. 



SAFPINESS IS TO BE roVlW tN 009 ALONB. 

« 

Fve seen earth's prospects blasted, 

To me they've died away ; 
But heaven's bright promise lasted, 

Whiob never can decay. 

I've felt the fond emotion 
Of pity and of k>?e ; 
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But nothing's like devotion, 
Which lifls the heart above. 

Then earth may tell her 8tory« 
Offftomp and all its gain ; 

To me this boasted glory, - 
Is nothing worth — Uis vain. 

To know that God approveth« 
Is better far than wealth ; 

He chastens those be loveth, 
To keep their souls in health. 

True value, and true glory, 
His word will then unfold ; 

This is no transient story, 
But truth confirm'd of old. 

'Tis this can give us pleasure, 
When friends away are fleeting. 

Be this my lasting^ treasure, 

When life's last -pulse is beating. 



THE CJONTEMPLATIVE WALK IW NEW-nAVBK 
ANP ITS SUBURBS. 

Zephyn steuX gently o*et tV« ^wc^ifwA. «a^^ 
Fanning the odiferom ftoVteXa vii««x% 
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While in the distance the green mantle spreacfsi 
And spring-tide beauties make the scene Com- 
plete. 

Hail richest gifls of heaven's ownjordery shed 
In soflest^tints, of various colors formed. 

We greet ourTriends around the violet bed, 
While nature smiles, with the profusion cbarm'd. 

The scene around me^charms the admiring view. 
The muse such beauties cannot well portray, 

But bends her thought to those to whom His due, 
For equal skill to draw the bright array. 

Beneath these elms, my covert and my shade, 
I take a sylvan walk, retired from all; 

And here remote from pomp and vain parade, 
I sit and sketch the images that fall. 

Here would I view that well known skilful hand. 
That neatly placed these rows of towering height, 

Keplete with elegance sublime they stand ; 
To smile on future ages with delight. 

The temples here, whose spires may far be seen 
Behind the foliage, now command the muse, 

Where bands together flow across the green, 
Aodberetae taught the h^ienVi ^v)\](^^^qsmii^ 
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Blest spot, I oft would visit Uiee again, 
And listen to the pious theme that dwells 

Around thine altars, which I leave with pain. 
While memory wakes to listen to thy bellsr 

Blest city ; where the muses all com^bine 
Around the college, as in sylvan dance — 

Well may each youth here prosper and refine. 
And every virtue, every grace enhance* 

Rich gems are found within each cultured min^ 
Wisdom has plannM and will these pow'rs unfold^ 

And as I view these minerals refiuM, 

The dross dissolves and thus presents the gold. 

The Cabinet I leave ; — and I have strayed 
Along the walks of the green burial ground^ 

Where to the left, in silent sleep are laid^ 

The world that was in slumbers most profound. 

From hence withdrawn, behold a rising seat. 
Fronting in view and o'er the prospect raiser 

In swelling beauty soon each eye to meet, 
And soon to stand renown'd by poets praised. 

Tho' young the muse that ventures near tiiia doiacy 

I feel a joy to prophecy reaown ; 
For this new castle 's buildiiig for 4 ^ome^ - 

To rest the stranger from di<^ \)iVft;s lo^Rllu 
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BELIGION. 



Wlien light with holy influence beamed, 

At once the darkness fled I 
" Let there be light" — then souls that dream'dy 

Awoke as from the dead. 

The glorious word was soon obey'dv 

And all in order stood ; 
Surpris'd in wonder they survey'd, — 

The word was sealM with blood. 

A still small voice attended then, 

And silenc'd all the winds! 
While joyful saints proclaim'd, amen. 

Redeemed from all their sins. 

The song in ecstacy they sing^ 

A new song then is given 
To him who died, their harps they string, 
■ To chant with saints in heaven. 



CHARITY. 



Recorded in the book of life— blest name; 

And blest the soul that feels another's wo ; 
Who when the houseless stranger weary camei 

WeJcom *d his gueaL a fa^ox to \^ea\oNi « 

6 
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St soul ! who wipes the tears from weeping eyes, 
A^ho hastens to- the widow's lonely shade, 
(Cre mingling in the hapless orphan's sighs, 
Leads them to spring's perennial fountain head. 

'here speak of all those mansions well prepar'd, 
Where Jesus smiles and blesses all that mourn, 
The father of the fatherless^ the widow's guard. 
To comfort all the comfortless, and forlbni. 

• 

Blest soul ! who visits ofl the prisoner's cell, 
Who cheers that daik, that dredded damp abode, 

Where oflen pale and wan m chains they dwell, 
Forgotten, lie beneath oppression's load. 

Blest soul ! whose prayers and alms are freely given 
To all affliction's sons and daughters here ; 

Such incense bears a sweet perfume to heaven, 
And angels lend a listening ear to hear. 



THE AFFECTIONATE FATHEK. 
Tq Jdrs. J, Uffhrd. 

If k>ve and friendship e'er is found", 

'Tis in a father's breast ; 
His fond paternal prayoTtt aboxitk^> 
And bla devotion^s \Aeal. 
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Ilis children near him side bv side. 

With smiles of gladness play ; 
While innocence and love preside, 

To crown the happy day. 

But who can tell a mother's love, 

When her devotions rise, 
Her infant's lips are taught to move^ 

To gain the heavenly prize. 

She lives to see her children blest, 

To crown her for her care, 
She dies with truth and grace possessed. 

She " enters Keaven with prayer." 

And now the lonely father bends 
Beneath the weight of yeafs, 

His children, best of all his friends, 
Confirm their love with tears. 

They view the hand that toil'd for them. 

That kind paternal hand; 
They hear his pray'rful accents, when 

He joins the sleeping band. 

An aged father's love and care, 

Has almost told the tale, 
Howe'er possess'd with love that 'a rare. 

That strength with life mustfaiU 
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But when dear Julia's father sleeps 

Beneath the peaceful sod, 
Hope will revive while memory weeps, 

And trust he 's with his God. 



TO A FBIEIVD IN THE CITY, WHO WAS ABOUT 
TO BETURN TO BIS HOME IN THE COUNTRY. 

Go, gentle, youth, enjoy the fields 
Thy fond paternal mansion yields ; 
Leave the rude city and its noise. 
For quiet home and all its joys. 

Go view thy father's old domains, 
Where smiling nymphs, and cheerful swainsi 
Will welcome thee to those lov'd scenes, 
Where anxious care no longer dre&ms. 

' Yet sometimes think of friends behind, 
When far beneath some- shade leclii^'d; 
When o'er your native hilb you stray, 
Then sometimes send a thought this way. 

May health return U) you my friend. 
As your lone footsteps hgmeward bend. 
And may your soul be fi\Vd viWh v^raiVae, 
To bim who lengjibena ouV ^o\it Oo^a. 
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May she who waits to see you there, — 
Whose future hopes your joys will share,- 
Whose constant prayer for you attends, 
And every soothing accent blends. 

Soon may thy bosom fondly beat 
In unison with her's complete, 
Like ivy with the myrtle twin'd, 
With grace and elegance refin'd. 



THE BBOKEN HEABT. 

Written at the request of Margaret, who had parted 
with her beloved huthand. 

Can I forget thee, Walter ! — no. 
For whom my first fond sigh arose ; 

Then how canst thou forget me so ? 
'Tis this that fills ray cup with wo. 

Yes, Walter, I would still be thine, 
And wish that we no more might sever ; 

This thought 's too dear, 'tis too divine. 
My Walter's heart is constant ever. 

But I will love, till death's cold sod 

Shall wrap me uhderneath the gloom ; 
"My woea Til spread before my God^ 
And tberm my pray era for lYv%eA«lSL\^ss««v* 

6* 
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Canst thou forget me, Walter, say ? 

Will Margaret's love forgotten live ? 
O, ask the wave's unsteady way, 

Canst thou a better moral give. 

Though happiness is short, 'twas ours — 
Too dear for me, too fond to last ; 

When thou wert mine and I was yours — 
But must I say 'tis gone, 'tis past! 

But O, when days with me are o'er. 

And silent in the grave I lie, 
O then, when Margaret is no more. 

Weep o'er her tomb, breathe there one sigh. 



PASTING OF THBEX FRIENDS. 

O, when shall we three meet again. 

In friendly converse true ; 
O, when shall we three hold the chain 

Of a kind interview. 

Perhaps ere we again shall meet, 

Decrepid age may steal, 
Engrsiving marks of time most fleet. 

And set his potent aoaX. 
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Perhaps we ne^er this side the grave, 
May press each friendly hand; 

But know the separating wave, 
Shall not our thoughts withstand. 

Still let us hope to meet again, 
And taste true friendship's balm; 

Our joys we then will not refrain. 
For pleasures new will charm. 



THE WIDOW. 

Composed at the request of J)Irs, Oakley* 

The scene is changed from joy and peace, 

To silent gloom and wo; 
And all is grief since the decease 

Of husband here below. 

A smile of his was like the mom, 

Just opening to the day; 
But since be died, the cruel tbom» 

Deep in my breast doth lay. 

He fell beneath death's cruel blow, 
Far distant from my sight ; 

In New Orleans his grave lies loWi 
Whose form waa xxx^ ^^v^* 
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And now a widow lone I stray. 
And now feel for my wo ? 

Now ? did I say ; my God, I pray, 
Will guard me as I go. 

I long to see his distant grave. 
And there I'd lay me down ; — 

Sweet is his sleep beyond the wave. 
Nor hears my pensive moan. 

I'd kiss the spot where Oakley died, 

I'd bless the spirit fled, 
And there I'd lay me down beside, 

To rest with him whp 's dead. 



LINES 



ffritten on the death of Henry Wolcatt Barlholomewy 
who died April 23, 1824, aged 1 1 years and! mortths. 

Sweet flower, thy beauty just begins to bloom, ^ 
When death commands thee to the silent tomb. 
Unwelcome hand that seizes Henry's breath, 
To close his eyes in the long sleep of death. 

How ofi his*foot8teps in the mom I've seen, 
With manly away command Yii« u^^u\ \fiAi.m \ 
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How ofl his smiles would seem to chase away 
The tiresome labor of the anxPous day. 

Farewell, dear Henry, sleep beneath the sod, 

Thy soul yet lives triumphant with thy God ; 

We only mourn the absence of thy face, 

We trust thy soul has found its resting place. 

■» • 
Tb6u hast not known the height of ^in'a control, 

Nor felt its baneful poison in thy soul ; 

Thou hast not wounded reputation's life, 

But thou hast fled from earth's tumultuous strife. 

I think thou'rt favor'd — freed from sin and wo — 
Still thy sweet smile I meet where'er I go. 
And my fond memory keeps thee lull in view, 
While bursting grief thy spirit would pursue. 

Thou'rt gone to point us to that heavenly rest, . 
Where angels led thee to those mansions blest, 
Where thou shalt no more feel affliction's dart, 
There may I meeit thee never more to part. 

There may we meet beneath our Father's love. 
To sing the song among the blest above, 
And chord in praise to the Redeemer's name, 
Where all the joy and harmony 's the same. 
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TO SCWROW* 



What a thrill, when woes assailing*. 

Stealing all our joys away ; 
Constant billows are prevailing^ — 

Dashing o'er us, day by day^ 

When the heart's with anguish riven, . 

Hope 's our anchor, — faith's our gufde. 
Which directs our souls to heaven, 

Where we from the storm may hide* 

Sinner^ hasten to this covert. 
See, the storm is pending nigh ; 

Saint, rejoice; for' once, too, thou wert 
Near the gulf where, dangers lie. 

Soon our bark will land, where sorrow 

Never rolls along the side ; 
Faith and hope light's up the morrow — 

Where with God we shall abide. 



ON THE MASUUEBADE. 

March 30. 

Drear the night, it ram'd Bft^ewiVj^- 
AU went to the maBqueTtLde ^ 
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Far from tliose I lov'd most dearly^ 
There I sat a lonesome maid. 

Mortal beiQgs vainly sporting, 
Tell me the delusive strain ; 

Vain applause forever courting, 
All such revellings are vain. 

Danger > in the cu|5 youVe drinking. 
Fraught with keen regret and wo ; 

Drear the hour, when life is sinking, — 
Dashing all your hopes below. 

Noise and pomp, with all its splendor, 
Nought of happiness bestows ; 

Innocence alone, can render 

Sweet content, which wisdom knows. 



IIUVITATION.. 



Hasten then, from worldly cares; 
Hasten from these growing tares, 
Hasten to your God in prayer, 
Leave to Him your every care. 

Days and years He still protects thee^ 
Teodering you bis ptoifot^^ \B^^a\ 
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Own us, dear Lord ; we l>ow the knee. 
And all thy goodness love to trace. 

'Tis wondroua to behold suc^ kindness^ 
Patient, listening to our cries ; — 

Taking off our moral blindnesses- 
Knowing all our inmost sighs. 

Blessed Lord» we now surrender 
All we have to thine own will ; 

Let 08 prize these notions tender,^ — . 
Lord, own us for thy children still. 



THE RETURN FROM A LONG VOtAOE. 

Cold storms, with all their foaming billows, rag'd 
Around our ship, relentless of our fate ; — 

Thunders roird on, the forked lightuipg play'd ; — 
'Twas then our ship triumphajst rode in state. 

The deep run mad — we, drove before the wind,* 
And midnight darkness, hang oar eertain doom. 

All stood aghast ! nor dar'd expiress his mind ; 
But horror's image spoke despair and gloom. 

Then the proad sailor bowM \b W«k\^ ^tv^^c^ 
To Him who holds thelAes M^^xAft^^nx^^^ n 
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Whose wisdom, truth, and justice, none compare, 
But own Him Lord of lords, and King of kings. 

AH Nations are as dust, before whose sight 
The winds and waters His commands obey ; — 

All Nations tiemble at His power and might. 
For at His word the foaming billpws sttiy. 

Praise Him ye saints, when storms of sorrow rise ; 

Nor lose the anchor — Faith secures the Land, — 
The Promised Land — by faith the christian spies, 

And ventures on the Promise, by command. 

Dear friends, embark'd^on life's rude waters, know, 
Without this faith your footsteps sure will slide ; 

The gulf beneath, will open as you go. 

Without this sure — this neter-ftuling Guide. 

To meet our God, to know our sins forgiven, 
To grow in grace, to know our voyage is o'er, — 

•Tis joy, 'tis holiness — this, this is heaven. 
Our Savior ours, and ours forever more. 



HOME. 



Home has a thousand pleasing bands, 
A thousand charms are iViexQ \ 

7 
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At home we form our wisest plans^ 
And all our schemes prepare. 

Home is a safe, a calm retreat, 

To rest the weary soul ; 
Home makes one's happiness completer 

Where love commands Che whole. 

At homey congenial souls we find, 

We breathe in native air ; 
At home our thoughts are unconfin'd, — 

Security is there. 

Deception finds no place at home, 

No false or vain appTause ; 
Thrice blessed home ! ah, who would roam 

Without a powerful cause. 

Some lose their sympathies abroad, 

By fashion's changing laws ; 
Some lose their Bible, and their God, 

And never know the cause: 

But some remember home at last, 
Where first they lisp'd a prayer ; 

And beg for pardon for the past, 
And now the promise share. 
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HEAVEN. 



Heaven is our home, we there shall find 
Joys inexpressibly refin'd ; * 
A taste for the sublimest song, 
Thai echoes from the Angelic throng. 



To him that overcometh wiU I give to eat of the 
tree of life, which is in the midst of the paradise 
cfGod, Rev- ii. 7. 

Hear, mortals bear, and all that dwell below, 
The Promise hear, — and gird your armor on ; 

Nor let affliction daunt you as you go, 

But take the cross — the crown our Savior won. 

The tree of life has heaPrng powers for all ; 

And underneath its branches all may rest : 
Awake, all Nations, march at Jesus' call, 

For soon your conflict 's o'er, and ye are blest. 

Those gates, twelve gates, which never shut by day, 
Unfold new glories, there- the promise is ; 

There Jesus leads captivity away. 

And holy souls enjoy their promis'd bliss. 
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Great day ! glad day ! responsive angels say : 
Sinners, repent, and read your Bibles more ; 

Nor tempt His anger by your long delay, 
But knock, and you shall find an open door. 

Christ is the door, the truth, the only way. 
And in His pastures, weary souls may find 

A safe Conductor to eternal day, — 

While on His arm our cares are all resigned. 

There is a bdm in Gilead-r-sinqers^come, 
Eternal life for ev^y contrite soul ; 

The great Physician brings His children home. 
To heal the sick, and make the wounded whole. 



CHBI3T FASTETH, IS TBMPTEPy . AND OVE^COMETH. 

Matthew 4. 

The conflict's great -ye heavenly hosts draw near; 

Ye holy souls who know the Savior's love. 
And ye who have a listening ear to hear. 

Behold your Conqueror meek, and like a dove. 

Temptation Sew, and could not find a place, 
Though oaring all the k\ngdoina \vci^>q^qhi \ 



79 



Blest Sufferer, in thy holy word, we trace 
Thy sorrows — ^fastings — victories — o'er the ftv. - 

O, who can tell the joy that reign'd in heaven, 
When Jesus conquered ? ministeringr angels flew 

To bear the tidings which on earth were given ; 

Victorious songs were sang in heaven anew. 

Death with its terrors, then appear'd in vain, 

To tempt our Lord to faint beneath the load ; 
But cold and hunger, sufferings and pain, 
. Were proofs of love^ which emanate from God. 

Holy LfOrd God, let every chtistian say, — 
Holy Lord God, let every sinner bow ; 

Amen in heaven, loud anthems then they play ; 
Praise Him, ye saints, ye sinners, praise him now. 



THK TIME IS SHORT. 

RevelaHons. 

We take but little note of time, 
Nor prize the present day ; 

Revolving suns, in course sublime, 
For man will not dela^. 

•7* 
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We* from the cradle, wander forth^ 
And leave our mother's side 

With swelling hopes, of little worthy 
And think the world is wide. 

But hark, the message from above 
Proclaims, <* The time is short ;" 

Know, youthy it is the voice of love, 
Why will you longer sport. 

• 

O, let this admonition kind, 

This message from alSove, 
Sink deep in every heart and mtnd,=— 

'Twas sent to us in love. 

When time is done with us bek)w, 

Qur souls can never die. 
But will partake of joy or woe. 

Beyond the human eye. 

Then let us seize this httle space, 
The time to gain the prize, 

That will be found by men of grace, 
The virtuous and wise. 

The Son of God, whose blood was apih 

To wash our^Bs away. 
Was a great aacrifice for guik, 
Which we could never i^%.n« 
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For this, our gratitude we owe 

Forever to the Lord ; 
Then let our lips and lives, e'er show 

We love His sacred word. 

O for a heart to grow in grace. 

To live for Christ alone ; 
To muse on heaven, that resting place, 

To know as we are known. 



FOR EIGHTEEN HUMDBED THISTY. 

O bless the Lord, who still sustains 

His people by His care ; 
Our blessed God still holds the reins, 

As all His works declare. 

The fallen year we bid adieu. 

Another year we liail ; 
And while we still thy love pursue. 

Thy promise will not fail. 

Lord, still thy judgments we would prize. 

Beyond all earth can give ; 
And see our home bevond the skies. 

Where soon we hope to live. 
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We call thy mercies all to tnind, 

Blest Giver of all good ; 
Thy loving chastisements are kind, 

Thy love is se&Pd with Mood. 

Another year we now begin,. 

We bow before thy throne ; 
Lord give us wisdom how to win 

Those graces thoo hast shown. 

Thy meekness, chanty, and love, 

Bless'd pattern of all good. 
Inspires our souls to look above. 

To gain such heavenly food. 

We see the mild revolving sun. 

By thy permission loU ; 
Lord, may this voice, ('^ Thy will be done,*') 

Resound from pole to pole. 



OHX EYEKINO. 



A stillness now pervades the busy world. 
As night approaches with her mantle gray. 
The cricket now begins her evening lay. 

And &}} to peace, and quiet sleep, are lulled. 
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This is the hour, if bliss is felt below. 

For sweet reflection now to make complete, — 
Her quiet solitude her calm retreat, — 

More of herself, and less of earth to know. 

The hour to contemplate the soul's true worth, 
When noise and busy care are lull'd away ; 
The moon comes forth behind her sable gray. 

And all the stars begin to sparkle forth. 

Now sweet composure calms the mind to rest. 
And all is still, save where the distant bell 
Dies on the eio*, the wutch-men cry *< all's well," 

Then quiet peace responsive fills the breast* 

Here, in an' hour of contemplatioD sweet, 
The soul causing with unmolested ease. 
Of ibture joys, where all may find release 

From this vain world, transformed to joys complete. 

This world's a scene of varied light and shade, 
Where grief and tears successive cross our way ; 
But there's a rest where darkness turns to day — 

Where sorrow never shall the soul invade. 
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TO THB MOON RISING ABOVB THE WATERS. 

Fair orb of eve, I view thee o'er the sea, 

While the proud waters' kiss the radiant beam ; 

Full, independent in thy course, thou'rt free — 
Rising like virtue, pure, in high esteem. 

Thou'rt unconfin'd to seas, or distant flood, 
High o'er the wilderness, thjr visit pay, 

Where never voice or human footsteps trod, — 
Impartial beaiDS, o'er nature's gifts display. 

I love to see thee, in the eVenihg gray, 

Encircled round with stars of sparkling gc^d ; 

I love to gaze upon thy parting ray, 

When silent sleep pervades the bus/ world. 

And then to wake at midhigfat^B solemn hour. 
When thoughts of deaths and judgment yet to 
come, 

Steal o'er the soul, with/iweet persuasive power — 
Leading the mind to her eternal home. 

And then to gaze upon thee. Queen of Night, 
Rolling in silence o'er thy lonely way, 

Where countless stars, beyond thy borrow'd light, 
Are dimly twinkling through thy mazy ray. 
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The muse, delighted in her lonely flight, 
Imagination soars from height to height, 

To unseen worlds, of far superior light, 

Where heavenly visions greet, with new delight. 

There on sublimer themes, my muse shall turn, 
While thoughts in holy meditations rove ; — 

There deep devotion's hghted lamp shall burn, 
And all the sacred passions sweetly move. 



THE CHBISTIAK, 

The christian hath a noble soul, 

A soul that's pure and even ; — 
A principle, which crowns the whole. 

For know, his hope is heaven. 

Afflictions here, may be his lot. 

Through life's uneven way j 
But storms of sorrow damp him not — 

The promise is his stay. 

A christian, has a noble mind, 

'Though in the humblest cot ; 
Though po(»r and matm'd, though hah and blinds 

Angels surround the spot. 
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His garb may be a mean attire, — 
His food the coarsest fare ; 

Yet Gody his all,. bis chief desire, 
DelK^ends to bless him there. 



THiB mOHT FASSAOB, AT 8EA« 

Few know what light and beauty glows. 

Upon the water's crest, 
When night, her sable curtain-throws, 

O'er ocean's heaving breast. 

The waters lash the vessel's'sides, 

Like heaps of golden fire ; 
While high the ship in grandeur rides, 

In all her rich attire. 

The foaming waters, seem at night. 
Spangling like glittering gold yr^ . 

Trembling' in myriad 43parks of lights — 
In surges never told. 

Rolling amid the hurried wave, 

The flood of Are is driven ; 
While the hoarse voice is heard above, 

From Parinurus given. 

4" « « « # « ^ 
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MY NATIVE VALLEY. 



ReemUing scenes most dear, my muse will roam. 
But lights on that delightful landscape, home ; — 
Embowered in trees, beneath the mountain's brow. 
Where soil endearment sheds a richer glow. 

There recollection dwells, ne'er to depart, 
For scenes o£ home still cling aiound the heart ; 
When we are call'd far from our native plain. 
Sweet memory brings that valley back again. 

Though now remote from me, those friends I knew, 
Still memory brings each countenance to view ; — 
With all those scenes, where we together stray 'd. 
The garden bower, the balsam's favorite shade. 

Inviting bower, and lovely shades, adieu ; 
And thou, sweet valley, with my home in view, — 
With all your verdant meads and plains, farewell — 
Where my young muse, first claim'd her hallow'd 
cell. 

Yet fiincy, ofl shall wander in your groves, 
And there revisit all those scenes she loves ; — 
Letocket mount, with soft meandering rills, 
I often see, behind the distant hills, 

8 ^* 
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Great day ! glad day ! responsive angels say : 
Sinners, repent, and read your Bibles more ; 

Nor tempt His anger by your long delay, 
But knock, and. you shall find an open door. 

Ghiist is the door, the truth, the only way. 
And in His pastures, weary souls may find 

A safe Conductor to eternal day, — 

While on His arm our eares are all resigned. 

There is a halm in Gilead — sinqers, come. 
Eternal life foi* ev^y contrite soul ; 

The great Physician bnngs His children home. 
To heal the sick, and make the wounded whole. 



CHBXST FASTBTH, IS TBHPTED, AND OVERCOKBTH. 

Matthew 4. 

The conflict's great -ye heavenly hosts draw near; 

Ye holy souls who know the Savior's love. 
And ye who have a listening ear to hear. 

Behold your Conqueror meek, and like a dove. 

Temptation BeWf and could not find a place, 
Tbougli offering ail the kingdoma VieTeVieXoHi % 
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Blest Sufferer, in thy holy word, we trace 
Thy sorrows — fastings — victories — o'er the ftv.v 

O, who can tell the joy that reign'd in heaven. 
When Jesus conquered ? ministering angels flew 

To bear the tidings which on earth were given ; 

Victorious songs were sang in heaven anew. 

Death with its terrors, then appeared in vain. 
To tempt our Lord to faint beneath the load ; 

But cpld and hunger,, sufferings and pain, 

Were proofs of love^ which emanate from God. 

Holy Lord God, let every christian say, — 
Holy Lord God, let every sinner bow ; 

Amen in heaven, loud anthems then they play ; 
Praise Him, ye saints, ye sinners, praise him now. 



THE TIME 18 6H0BT. 

Revdatums, 

We take but little note of time, 
Nor prize the present day ; 

Revolving suns, in course sublime, 
For man will not delay. 

7* 
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Wey from the cradle, wander forth^ 
And leave our mother's side 

With swelling hopes, of little worth. 
And think the world is wide. 

But hark, the message from above 
Proclaims, ** The time is short ;" 

Know, youth, it is the voice of love, 
Why will you longer sport. 

• 

O, let this admonition kind, 

This message from alcove. 
Sink deep in every heart and mind,= — 

'Twas sent to us in love. 

I 

When time is done with us below, 

Our souls can never die, 
But will partake of joy or woe, 

Beyond the human eye. 

Then let us seize this little space. 
The time to gain the prize, 

That will be found by men of grace, 
The virtuous and wise. 

The Son of Gx>d, whose blood was spih 

To wash our -sins away, 
Was a great sacrifioe for guik, 

WJuch we could never pay. 



81 



For this, our gratitude we owe 

Forever to the Lord ; 
Then let our lips and lives, e'er show 

We love His sacred -word. 

O for a heart to grow in graee, 

To live for Christ alone ; 
To muse on heaven^ that resting place, 

To know as we are known. 



FOR EIGHTEEN HUNDBED THIBTY. 

O bless the Lord, who still sustains 

His people by His care ; 
Our blessed God still holds the reins, 

As all His wbrks declare. 

The fallen year we bid adieu, 

Another year We tiail ; 
And while we still thy love pursue, 

Thy promise will not fail. 

Lord, still thy judgments we would prize, 

Beyond all earth can give ; 
And see our home bevond the skies. 

Where sooii we hope to live. 
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His garb may be a mean attire, — 
His food the coarsest fare ; 

Yet God, his all,, bis chief desire. 
Descends to bless him there. 



THiB mOHT FASSAeB, AT SEA« 

Few know what light and beauty glows, 

Upon the water's crest, 
When night, her sable curtain-throws. 

O'er ocean's heaving breast. 

The waters lash the 'wssel's-sides. 

Like heaps of golden fire ; 
While high the ship in grandeur rides, 

In all her rich attire. 

The foaming waters, seem at night, 
Spangling like glittering gold '^ . 

Trembling* in myriad sparka of lights — 
In surges never told. 

Rolling amid the hurried wave. 

The flood of Are is driven ; 
While the hoarse voice, is heard above, 

From Parinurus given. 
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MY NATIVE VALLEY. 



Raemlling scenes most dear, my muse will roam, 
But lights on that delightful landscape, home ; — 
Embowered in trees, beneath the mountain's brow, 
Where soil endearment sheds a richer glow. 

There recollection dwells, ne'er to depart, 
For scenes of home still cling aiound the heart ; 
When we are call'd far from our native plain, 
Sweet memory brings that valley back again. 

Though now remote from me, those friends I knew. 
Still memory brings each countenance to view ; — 
With all those scenes, where we together stray'd. 
The garden bower, the balsam's favorite shade. 

Inviting bower, and lovely shades, adieu ; 
And thou, sweet yalley, with my home in view, — 
With all your verdant meads and plains, farewell — 
Where my young muse, first claim'd her hallow'd 
cell. 

Yet fiincy, oft shall wander in your groves. 
And there revisit all those scenes she loves ; — 
Letocket mount, with soft meandering rills, 
I often see, behind the distant hills. 
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Imagination climbs your lofty brow, — 

Then wanders o'er her native vale below ; 

In every mead, she plucks some favorite flower, — 

Then takes her seat, beneath her lonely bower. 

There contemplation, sacred to the hour. 
Points to initials, written in that bower ; — 
There Sarah 6... with dear Lucretia stands. 
As sweet mementos of my sister's hands. 

No murnHiring thought is here, yet tears will flow. 
As with a mournful step, the muse will go 
To the lone church-yard, where tlie marbles teTl 
Of Sarah's fate — and how Lucretia fell. 

Though here they sleep a while amongst the dead. 
And all is silent round their resting bed, 
A still small voice, falls gently on mine ear, 
And bids me wipe away the billing tear. 

Faith rises safe in triumph to the sky, . 
Where tears are wiped away from every eyej— 
Souls there redeemed, may bow before the throne. 
And there thy sisters' names are written down. 

Faith points to hope, and now in airy wing. 
They, both of Christ, and His salvation sing, 
JVhMe all the throbbing paftsvooB voSlXox^X.— 
Where His blest image t»» «ffl:-«SL wi V«»^- 
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WBTTTSN BY THX SICK BED OF MY HONOBKD 

MOTHER. 

The form so belov'd, is ^ding away, 
And the bosom is heaving with sighs ; 

The beating pulse flies, her Jife must decay. 
For hope, her mild radiance denies. 

Dear mother, the guide of my earliest days, 
' Who so oft hath soothed my grief, 
If gratitude, ever such kindness repays. 
My bosom would here find relief. 

No proffer of friendship, e^er made me deparf. 
In childhood or youth, from thy care ; 

The voice of my mother still liv'd in my heart. 
For love seaPd her image best there. 

The sound of the viol is dead to my soul. 

The song of the serenade too ; 
I wait but to hear the knell that must toll 

That sound which comports with my wo. 

I would not repine, though nature must die, 

' And leave me awhile, ber^ to weep ; 
She dies but to live — her Savior is nigh, — > 
On His arm, she reposes in sleep. 
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ADDKESS TO MY HONORED FATHER. 

A cloud of ills came round liim, I mention not the 
storm ; — 

Torrents of woes assailed him, with sudden, fright- 
ful form ; — 

His family surround him — with scarce a hope sur- 
viving, 

lie mounts upon the billows, while hard the storm 
is driving. 

Enough to say, 'iwaa wondrous 1 decisioii stood 
erect, — 

His brow was mark'd composure, which eW cre- 
ates respect ; — 

Though soirowQy one by one, furrow'd his cheek 
with trouble, 

Yet like a ship well managed, his faith and hope 
were double. 

In early Ufe be leam'd, that life is fraught with 

changes ; 
He knew the cup of bitterness — and then made 

his arranges ; 
He knew what then, by theory, experience since 

has mingled, — 
That woes on woes pervade man's life, for sor- 

rogra ne'er are singled. 
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Yet still, past years of mercies, iie calls to mind 

with gladness ; 
He knew the hand that gave them, though now 

'tis fill'd with sadness ; 
Yet still, upon these waters, a still small voice is 

sounding ; 
He listens, for he knows that voice, his blessings 

yet abounding. 

Wait on the Lord, dear Father, and listen to this 

calling ; 
His chastisements are blessings, He keeps our 

feet from falling ; — 
Though waves of trouble round you, have roll'd in 

frightful form, 
Still bless the Hand that moves them ; see Jesus 

in the storm. 



HAPPINESS NOT TO BE FOUND UPON EASTH. 

Hours of peace, and tranquil pleasure, 
Scarce are found in hearts below ; 

And the friend we call a treasure, 
Falls beneath Death's cruel blow. 

Life, and health, we call a blessing. 
Sure it is, if well unptoV d \ 

ft* 



93 



Yet the thoaght of sin's distressing, 
Makes one sigh, as all have proved. 

Yet the gifl of life's a short one, 
Health is ever on the wing ; 

Soon our life is gone, 'tis done, — 
Trftfisient life'« a feeble string. 

May we tune our harps £oi heaveor- 
Strive to walk the narrow way ; 

How our Savior's life was given. 
For those sheep who go astray. 

Let us highly prize this treasure, 
Let us own His holy name ; 

Let it be our highest pleasure. 
To be true followers of the Lamb. 



THE WILDS OF LETOCKET MOUNT. 

A mourning dove, far in Letocket wilds. 

Which sounds syrophonious to my lonely muse. 

Calls me away, where her complaint beguiles 
My mournful theme, to her remote recluse. 

SAe lonely site, amidst these iviUa xmVxk«vTk^ 
And umnolestedy teUs otsSLViet 



t 
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Her soil complaint, her sympathetic tone, 
Attune my harp, and give my soul relief. 

Shoy though untaught, tells how to mourn alone, 
And thus retires to mourn an absent one ; 

So I, beneath these wilds, with moss o'ergrown. 
May i^neye for one, whose absence i bemoan. 

The prospect, down where murmuring waters fall, 
And all the low lands, seem to sigh with me. 

While faintly, echo answers to my call, 
Responding sorrow, in some lonely tre6. 

But though these wilds and cliffs befit my tears, 
And all the hills are silent, while I mourn, 

A grassy covering, in the vale appears, 

That wraps my mother's latent hallowed urn. 

The muse there weeps, o'er the departed dust, 
While sweet remembrance, holds her council 
dear, 

And calls to mind the years of sacred trust. 
And brings approving smiles and pleasure here. 

But night comes on, and I must bend my way 
Home, through the wilds and o'er the cli^ I 
roam. 
Lest midnight tapers, lure m) &^ %aiUv^^ 
And miaty fogs o'ershade vk^ ^pQ%!^^>3^^A^'^^* 
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SONNET TO THE MONTH OP APRIL. 

Spring has arriv'd, and throws her garland round, 
O^er hi I] and dale, the varied buds are found ; 
O'er fields, o'er woods, her sweet perfume she 

bears, 
And every grove in partial beauty wears. 

The blue birds fly, to catch the waving flower. 
And sing, and twitter in the garden bower ; 
While wakeful turtles, sing in all our groves. 
And warbling songsters meet their happy loves. 

Sky, air, and water, give the zephyrs breath. 
And warmer suns refresh the smiling heath ; 
The sighing winds are in the distance heard. 
And sofler breezes now become endear'd. 

Hope now selects a myrtle, fast entwin'd 
With blushing roses, in her wreath to bind .; 
And near her cottage, hangs the lonely flowers, 
Which bloom in beauty — bless'd with April 
showers. 

All nature smiles, delighted, with a blush 
On every shrub, on every thorny bush ; 
The varied tinge of glowing beauties rise. 
While in the tuft, the VKiddeiiiV\<c^ft\.\Mi&. 
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So when the winter of the tomb is o'er, 
And cruel death has power to kill no more ; 
Then we may rise to the perennial spring. 
That brings immortal praises to our King. 



efaiEV AND HOPB9 COMPASXD TO TH£ BAHdlOW 

AFTSB A SHOWER. 

A gentle shower of sorrowi 

Best cultivates the muse ; 
For hope, lights up the morrow. 

And sheds her joys profuse. 

Like clouds before a shower. 

Our better passions moye ; 
The darkest cloud hath power. 

Our fidth and hope to proye. 

Our trials teach contrition, 

We bend beneath the storm ; 
Then wait with sweet submission. 

The rainbow's lovely form. 

Our tears being now subsided, 
The flowers of hope will spring ; 

In God, we have confided, 
And now our joys begin. 
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The lamp of truth is lighted, 
To guide our doubtful way ; 

And we are now invited, 
To wait the sun's bright ray. 

See o'er the hills descend irg, 

In majesty and love, — 
With angels, swifl, attending, 

Our ** Peace Branch" from above. 

This love, thus comprehending, 

We see a comely form ; 
'Tis Jesus — see him bending, — 

'Tis he that lights the storm. 

Like Hermon's dews reviving. 
Which fell on Zion's hill ; 

When grief and hope are striving, 
Hope sees a rainbow still. 



** ^TU ImmorialUy^ ^Ht thai lUone, 
Amid life'g pains, abasements, emptiness. 
The soul can comfort, elevaie and Jill. '^ 

Dr. Young. 

The soul one Bo\ace neveT ftnds^i 
On this terreslniV \m\\ \ 
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Until immortal beauty shines. 
And we receive the call. 

OrftCe then with light and glory beams^ 

And pours a heavenly ray ; 
And leads us gently, to those streams. 

Where spiings eternal day. 

From thence we climb the etherial heights. 
To the great Foimtain Head ; 

And thither taste the chief delights, 
By faith and promise led. 

'Tis then, vain world, we bid adieu. 
To all your smiles and tears ; — 

Eternal, yon, by faith we view, — 
Our home in heaven appears. 



1 



I 



CHILDHOOD. 



Little stranger, who would wound 
Such a heart of gladness ? 

No, the very thought or sound. 
Fills my heart with sadness. 

Little stranger — full of joy, — 
Childhood's hour is fleeting ; 

DisappoiDtment will destroy) 
The heart that ^8 fondVf \i^«2C\t^%« 
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Little stranger, life is short ; 

Age will make it weary : 
Time will end each pleasant sport ; 

Death is still more dieary. 

Little 8tranger^-«ee, the way 
To happinesS) u narrow ; 

O, thither bend thy course to-day. 
It leadsf to joys to-morrow. 

Little stranger, take the road 
That leads to joys in heaven; 

Truth leads to happiness in God, — 
Such joysy can ne'er be riven. 



THE FLOWBK. 

Emblem of earthly scenes which give delight. 
Which fade away, no more to charm the sight ; 
Emblem of pleasure — phantom of a day — 
Which fade to-morrow in the sun's bright ray. 

But flowers in Paradise, unfading bloom ; 
No frosts are there, no wintei of the tomb, 
But gentle dews ; and 'summer all the year, 
Descends from heaven, to flourish ever there. 



Sweet flowers are 8irew^4 xv^Q«k ^>» ^ 

To soothe <mr fK>noiM» «iid«wt fraftk\A^gc^ 
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To give our taste superior tlioughts of heaven, 
And thus to muse upon the promise given. 

Our friends, who rang'd with us to gather flowers. 
Are goncy or dead,-tbe past were pleasing hour 
Lament not — for in Paradise they bloomt 
And find a wreath for us beyond the tomb. 

Flowers of a day — I look on thee with joy. 
Though all thy beauty time will soon destroy ; 
Yet hope, upon thy soilness, fondly sings, 
Touch'd with the beauty of immortal things. 



- , AN ELEGY, 

On the death, of my dear Jfother^ J^rt. L'ucy WolcoU^ 
who died Jdarch 25thy 1830, aged 61* 

Come sacred muse, bedew a parent's urn, 
While in affliction's school, my numbers learn 
To sitig,— when sorrow's overflowing stream 
Would drown my goul, in weeping o'er this theme. 

Come Holy Spirit, gently from above, 
Enlighten me with thy celestial love ; 
Regard my prayer, and may my numbers fall 
In sweet submission to thy heavenly call. 

Begin my theme, and blew Ikr} tisAiiX'vcA^vA^ 
Tbttt iroonds to b«dmt «\sa^^\Mew^>»^* 
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Though wayes of sorrow now may press me down. 
Beyond the course of time^ I see a crown. 

Then gejitle mother, may thy spirit be 
Clad in the robe of righteousness, — set free 
From pain and sickness^ and from death and sin. 
Thy everlasting song of joy begin. 

Thus, while I linger jo'er thy silent dust, -. 
Thy words return, of ** hope and sacred trust," 
Once, when I wept and kiss'd thy fading fortn. 
The expression, << trust in God," from thee was 
warm. 

Though now her fbrm is mouldering in the tomb, 
Still, ^* trust in God^'^He took her spirit home ; 
She sweetly fell asleep without a groan ; 
Then why should I her resting place bemoan. 

On life's rude waters, now I safe may roam, 
''I'rusiing in God," my bark will land at home. 
Where sighs, and tears, and ev'ry pain is o'er, 
There meet the friends I love^ to part no more. 



" WiMsotner it bom cf Qod overcotneth the toarld, 

John I. 
Inviting world, no more 70W lo^cieWMMJK^ 
Mine ear ia deaf to al\ tbal^oa Msa^'v^i 



%i 
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Another voice bad charmed my listening car, 
Which melody, attunes my soul to live. 

Love, joy, and peace, are in the melting strain, 
And all tumultuous passions die to day ; 

My joy begins, nor shall I more complain, 
Of all thai earth can give or take away. 

It 18 a sound from heaven^ — list angels, list, 
And tell the joys you feel around the throne, 

While the good Spirit will my harp assist. 
And tune my lyre in praises like your own. 

Sing, ye redeemed — His meet for you to sing. 
Who long have listen^ to the welcome sound, 

Who see unveilM the beauties of your King, 
Whose robe pf righteousness ye all have found. 

From that pure fountain joys immortal spring, 
While the glad spirits guide us when we sing ; 

Our faith and courage upward bend their wing, 
And thus our souls present their offering. 

The world retreats^-rwhile heaven *s unfolded door, 
Ts open still ; — while all is music round, 

List, list — I go to Canaan's- fiappy ^hore, — 
Once I was lost — listen again — Fm found* 
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MEEXmO OF FKIENDS AFTEK A LONG ABSEIVCE. 

The features of my friend I know, 
Though years have rolPd between, 

For sure, the fVirrow'd cheek will show, 
Where friendship's smile hatfa been. ' 

That voice, though weak, sfiU b«ars the sound. 

Of cheering notes to me ; - 
That eye, thov^h dim, to mine is bound, 

• 

For speaking kx^LS agree. 

That brow I know, though mark'd with care. 

Its influence is the same. 
In all its weal or wo, I share, * 

For friendship's hallowed name. 

More beautif\iil my friends appear. 

As sorrow o'er them rolls ; 
And I can smile, or drop a tear, 

With such congenial souls. 

Tell not of wealth, with ^li its gain* 

(Unhallowed sound to me,) 
But tell how truth and grace maintain 

The soul forever free. 
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AN EXHORTATION TO PATIENCE. 

The trumpet ghcUl sotmdj cmd the dead sfuUl avoaki 

It is a thorny path we treads 
. Where disappointments come ; 
Then we are mingled with the dead» 
And cover'd in the tomb. 

• 

Our fondest hopes are blighted here, 

For earth, is not our borne ; 
Then o'er frail life we drop a tear. 

And welcome then the tomb. 

To-day the sun is bright and clear, 
To-morrow clouds may come ; 

Yet though no- change to us appear. 
We are hastening to the tomb. 

Look then on life as lent awhile. 

To gain a heavenly home. 
Where Jesus meets us with a smile. 

Who once perfum'd the tomb. 

For us a crown di thorns He wore. 
His soul was fiird with gloom, 

Then led believers evermore, 
To triumph o'er the tomb. 

When to the cross His hands were naiFd, 
And the dread houT \9u.%co\iv^> 
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His glorious mission never faiPd, 
He conquered then the tomb. 

Then let us wait with patience heie, 
Our Conqueror soon will come ; 

The trump tihall sotmd, the dea^ shall hear, 
And live beyond the tomb. 



samKocrriAL GALE. 

Dark messenger of some portentous news, 
WrapM in black^clouds of ominous events, 

Say, whither comest thou in garments loose. 
Thy course some devastation e'er presents. 

Fear, and much dread, thy hollow murmurs bear 
Of shipwrecks, where the mariners are lost, 

Upon some foreign coast to perish there, ' 
Or on some plank upon the billows tost. 

But let thy clouds yield to the sun's bright ray. 
And stay the progress of thy mad career. 

O let thy waters flow jn gentler istreams, ' 
While the rude winds to distant courses steer. 

God rides upon the winds, and holds the reins. 

And all the winds are silent at bis word. 
Trust in Hia word, — His fkilhfviluesfl sustains, 
And let biu shield andbuckVtt \ms o\» ^vti\. 
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CUfilSTIAN LOVE. 

A breath of heaven to mortals given, 

. A glow of holy fire, 
And all who breathe it taste of he&vcBy 
And afler heaven aspire. 

The air of heaven is filPd with love, 

This chords on every string, 
This makes the harmony above. 

And sacred is the spring. 

No joy would mortals find below^ 

Without this one delight. 
But grief, with all its train of wo, 

if love was out of sights 

Still blasting storm?, and winds may blow. 

O'er man's frail life below, 
Yet h^llow'd love, thy sacred glow. 

Shall breath in storms of wo. 



OUR savior's caij.. 

Come wUo me all ye thai are weary and heany ladeny 
and I will give you rest. 

We are call'd, when fatigued, to the banquet pre- 
par'd, 

And to cast all our CBite Qiii^«\j»t^% 
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We are caird by His cross, and His passion de- 
clared, 
To tasle the rich joys of his word. 

When sickness, or danger, or grief, brings *us low, 

And friends are all falling around, 
O, then to His word for relief we may go, 

Sweet balm for the heaviest wound. 

'Tis there the rich promise of durable grtfce. 
Stands seal'd with His own precious blood; 

Words of pardon and peace, we thither may trace. 
And feast on the spiritua) food. 

We come, blessed Lord, we rejoice at thy call. 
We are* weary with sin's heavy load ; 

O, be our protector, our foi tress, our wall. 
Conduct us safe home to our God. 

Thy shadow is peace, thy spirit is good. 
Thy judgments more precious than gold ; 

We are bought with the price of thine own pre< 
cious blood. 
By this let our names be enrolled. 



TBE MEETING OF THE WATEBS. 

Flowing streams in all your windings stray, 
And nil (he bosom of Ihes^eYiJvfvj^ ^q«^^ 
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There welcome to the home of Wtiters stay, 
Where all your murmUrs gently sink to sleep. 

Thus friendship, sweet resemblance of your course, 
In numerous channels the blest union fills ; 

And as the dew of Hermon gently pours. 
It falls on Zion, fairest of the hills. 



CN MEMORY. 

• 

Life is sweetened by thy power. 
And the fallen years retuni» 

Draws the curtain from an hour, 
•Thither we a-leason learrt. 

Take the veil firom former years. 
Brightens eyes bedim'd with grief, 

Sooths our sorrows and our tears. 
Thither may we find relief. 

Mem'ry .cheers in joy or wo. 

Though our earthly hopes are riven, 
Though our tears awhile may flow, 

Soon our hark may rest in heaven. 
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BSTHLEHJBM^S STAR, OR, THE WISE MEN FROM 

THE EAST. 

They followed the star by (kith, — all may follow 
Their steps to fair Bethlehem's gates ; 

The song of the angels, our.bosoms may hallow, — 
The Savior, to meet us there, waits. 

What song can compare with the song» which they 

sing,— 

'T'ls the song which eternity fills ; — 

Good will toward men, is the song which they 
bring. 

While shepherds^escend from the hiUs. 

The news now is gladness, 'tis joy, it is peace, 
Which the wings of the angels unfold ; 

Their message of truth, our ikith shall increase. 
Where the star leads our eyes to behold. 

Redemption from bondage, and slavery^s chains. 

Our lips now in praises may sing ; 
We follow the Sttir, where the image contains 

Our Conqueror, Priest, and our King. 

The lowliest station, he takes for his bed. 
The meanest of clothing puts on ; 
He is found without pon\\>f YiVietta vVv^ oifeTv%.\^K%'S^ 
Though the wor\d he cai\ cVaXwi wvYk^ohiw^ 
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Blest pattern of meekness, thy visit we prize. 
Our hearts feel new joys while we sing ; 

Our praises in concert, shall constantly rise, 
Till earth owns her Savior and King« 



Upon (he death of my much lamented Friend and Pat- 
ron, the Rev. Thomas R. Chid, 

He is resting, and calm be his sleep, 
Where willows are waving around ^ 

He is gone, yet the mourner will weepf 
And long remember the wound* 

Though friendship and kindness, had long 
Wove a wreath of unmingled delight ; 

Yet sorrow had planted a thom« 
And now he has taken his flight. 

The days of his sufierings are o^etf 

His years of affliction are past; 
He is anchored on Canaan's fair shore, 

And found a sweet refuge at last. 

My heart in true friendship,iihal] mourti 

0*er the tomb where hitf slumbers repose; 
Fairest laurels ahall bloom o'er his um^ 
And tell more than yrotte cAXi&N^^ai^* 
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S£E THAT YB SSFUSE MOT HIM THAT SPEAKBTR. 

Can any refuse, when Jesus is near, 
With light^ love, and victory, crowned ; 

O, who would not listen to music, more dear 
Than (be song of the angels around. 

He stands aR ntght long, still knocking for you, — 

Rise up, and his visit prolong ; 
Hd3 robe, and his locks, are all dropping with dew — 

Then open the door with this song. 

We praise thee, O God, we acknowledge thee 
Lord, — 

AQ the earth doth rejoice in her King ; 
While seraphs and angels obey the blest word, 

O teach us the song which they sing. 

The glorious band of apostles, praise thee,-^ 

The army of martyrs all share ; — 
The fellowship of the- good prophets agree. 

While the church doth rejoice in thy caic. 

Now we sitig to the Lamb, who taketh away 

The sins of our poor fallen race ; 
We bless the good Spirit, who teaches to pray 

For constant outpourings of grace. 



Ill 



IIAPriNESS. 



^Tis not where smiles, and feasting, 
Leave man^ a sighing breast ; 

^Tis not where gold's increasing, 
That gives the soul its rest. 

'Tis found alone, where trouble 

Has purified the soul ; 
Then happiness makes double, 

And crowns with peace the whole. 

Contentment gives new graces ; 

This talent well refines ; 
And sorrow, ne'er de&ces. 

The pearl, where wisdom shines. 



CONSIDERATIONS UPON Tn£ tttLtBNItlC. 

Blessed^ and holyyia he that hath part in thefirH lte»» 
urrectUm. Rev. xx. 6. 

The sons of Zion shall no longer mourn 

O'er the vast waste of sin's destructive power. 

Their light arises, and the glorious mom, 
Awakes to bring the glad, the promis'd hour. 

O welcome morn, most grateCiAto^^^tfsP^ 
Of all the saints embalnCd'm Je«v»\o^^^ 

10 
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Peace now a iltousand years the world ccmtroltf. 
And all the saints arise their joy to prove. 

Lift up your heads, ye heavenly^gates, on high, 

For the King of glory enters in ; 
Ye dead awake, rise through the etherial sky^ 

And there your everlasting song begin. 

Your resurrection is a thousand years 
Before the other dead who sleeping lie, 

Your sighs are o'er, and alf your falling tears 
Are wip'd away from every flowing eye. 

Immannel reigns, our everlasting sun. 
Our everlasting light, our righteousness } 

Eternal lovey-— our bliss is now begun, 
And union fills the mansions we possess. 

The earth her increase breathes anew to heaven> 
While all the beasts upon a thousand hills 

Lie down harmonious, as the voice is given, 
« Victory and peace," the gracious vi[ord fulfils. 



THE OBEEN MEAIMW. 



Aioand jour velvet sidea I love to stray, 
Where wtmng coiir8\\pBYa\AT^o^«iv%ts\^%i 
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Where lilies hide their modest heads away» 
Among the violets rest my cares awhile. 

Sweet muse attend while glowing beauties ri^ 
And paint the scene and weave a garlandherei 

Where all this native beauty silent lies. 
Nor let the garland fade nor disappear. 

Here* let it .lie bath'd in the limpid rill, 
That winds along in soflest murmur by. 

Here let bloom, as gentle waters fill 
The waving meadow hedged with roses nigh. 

Here birds are carolling their soflest notes, 
A favor'd brier shields their peaceful nest, 

While undisturb'd behind the ancient oaks. 
The screech-owl sleeps and takes her sunny 
rest. 

Enshrouded here beneath this foilage green, 
While all the air breathes exhalations rouadi 

Here let me meditate upon the scene, 

And tune my lyre upon this grassy mound. 

Nor wish to rove from this enchanted spot, 
But let my meditations rise to heaven, 

Where peace and quietude may be my lot. 
And sweet composure take the promise ^iven. 
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THE AGED FEMALE CX>LOB£D 8EBVAKT. 

She left our mansions in her youthful prime, 
I saw her not till age had silvered o'er 

Her dark black locks, that curled the head of 
Thyme, 
Now tells of youth and flowing cnrk no more. 

Full seventy years have told,.her health 4s strong, 
Though hardship oft has burthenM her with care. 

Her features tell her life cannot be long, 
Yet in the heavenly promise she may share. 

She soon may rest from all her labors here. 
And who can tell what happiness await?. 

For souls redeeined new glories w^l appear. 
And heaven receives the favorite to her gates. 

• 

I met poor Thyme when adverse cares arose, 
I found examples for the pious poor. 

Her faith was strong, her portion she had chose. 
And all her sins she tru1y*did deplore. 

And now advancing near the verge of life, 
She blesses him who listened to her prayer. 

She feels herself released from every strife, 
And in her Father's joy she soon may share. 
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THE TURTLE. 



When spring around our garden smilesy 
And charming breezes b]ow»' 

When wintry winds are in exile. 
And kinder zephyrs flow, 

The turtle then begins her lay, 
And spreads her airy wing. 

And in the hedge or on the spray, 
Her wakeful notes begin. 

The mocking bird may carol there, 

The fayor'd bird of choice. 
The whippowiPs soft notes may share, 

And tell of spring tide joys. 

The turtle in our groves may sing. 

And fill the air with glee, 
The merry songsters in the spring 

May warble in the tree. 

In all this tide of flowing joy. 

Let favor'd man now sing. 
And his best (acuities employ 

hi praises to our King. 
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THE GBilFfi VINE. 

We often smile when children are at play, 
And think how soon these moments e'er so gay, 
Are wrap'd in dai^k obliyion's silent shade. 
Forever lost, and there forgotten lai^* 

Some children choose the pak ; be mine the vine. 
Where winding tresses round the beach entwine ; 
There Julia met me in our favorite. lane, 
That winds embowered in trees.along the plain. 

We never thought of parting, till the night 
Told us to hasten honoie with all oui might ; 
We daily sat beneath the spreading vine. 
Till lowering clouds forbade the inoop to shine. 

Such was our friendship, till the hand of time 
Called me away beyond my native clime. 
And now those hours beneath the grape vine shade 
Where friendship wrove her wreath, are found to 
fade. 

No more I hear her vmce caH me away^ 
To rural scenes where oft we met so gay : 
Though now divided by our cares, we prove 
The grape vine still nesembleachristiajD love. 
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THE AITBOACH OF JUNE, OR THE MONTH OF ROSES. 

'Tis blushing on through brier and thorn, 

The wintry winds are 8^11 ; 
Now softer zephyrs waft along. 

The month of June to fill. 

Soft dews descend upon the flowers 

And kindly rest awhile ; 
'Tis sweet to wait upon these hours, 

To see the roses smile. 

How beautifiiV the charming scene, 

'Tis far surpassing art». 
Like purity in heavenly mien. 

Reviving to the heart. 

Sweet exhalations fill the air, 

While 'music in thegrpve, 
Invites my pensive soijil ta share 

In all the songs of love. 

Put off thy wintry robe my soul, 

Bom to rejoice and sing. 
Let gratitude thy lips control 

In praises to your king. 

The soul, with innocence possess'd, 
Her incensQ sate ma^A^^^'t 
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To Christy whose righteoQsness hath bless*d 
The humblest form of prayer. 

Thas while the roses greet our eyes. 

In all their rich perfbme, 
Should our prayers like incense rise^ 

Our summer to illume. 



A SONNET TO THE WttXPFOWIL. 

Carol on thy lonely spray^ 

Lovely whippowil. 
While the moonbeam's parting ray. 

Sinks behind the hill. 

Tuneful warbler rich in song, 

I love thy plaintive thrill. 
Thy notes of sympathy are strong. 

Lovely whippowil. 

The hour of rest is twilight's hour, 
Then meet me whippowil, 

And chant beside my lonely bower. 
And I will listen still. 

There I retired In former days, 
Cliarm'd by the wYiipv^wA^ 
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And there the muse often strays, 
To hear those sounds so shrill. 

When friends are laid within the tomb, 

And grief oppresses stilly 
Break forth and rouse me from this gloom, 

Ilarraonious whippowil. 



ON DSSAHS. 

When sleep on doii^ny pinions finds repose, 
Then all the mental powers their force begin. 

Moments are days, such thoughts our dreams 
enclose, 
And all the rovin^s of life are reckoned in. 

'With magie fligh^ \f^ Q.Y^ry la^d explpi^e. 
And visit realms in fancy's wi^Q domain, 

We cull the fruJtt frojm autumn's favorite store, 
While images fprgot Return again,. 

■ 

Cold winter's bl^t may fall'in storms of snow,! 

And unregarded lie in this repose. 
Where nought but summer zephyrs gently flow, 

Among the violet3 where the dreamer goes. 

The days fly swiftly in an hour of dreams, 

We banquet with our fn^n^^^^\wsL'«^'1'»'^^'^^^ 
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We plan, we execute our favorite fMshemeSy 
While midnight vigils all these projects keep. 

We wake, and smile, and say, 'twas all a' dream. 
We scarcely rooralizd upOn the past; 

But could we give to life its real name, 

I think 'twould well compare with dreams at 
last 

As vain as dreams, are all our hopes, below. 
Of happiness, which ne'er makes good her name, 

But lefLves an aching vo,d in all, to show 
That truth and wudom are her only claim. 



THE ' souTAinr* 



Wondernot that tears and sorrow 
Wash my cheerfiil looks away ; 

I from earth no wreath can "borrow, — 
Lovely pilgrim of a day. 

I who once couTd dance ^th gladness, 
Joyful when the mo6n arose ; 

The song and dance are turnM to sadness, 
And my looks bespeak my woes. 

Once my parents both were living — 
Crown of a\\ my \o3*\>fi\o^v— 



Hi 

Wonder not such joys aie riven^ 
Wonder not my tears should flow^ 

I have seen my mother dying, 
I have laid her in the tomb ; 

Wonder not that I am sighing, 
Wonder not I'm filPd With gloom/ 

I have seen two sisters dying, 
I have laid them in the toml> $ 

Wonder not that I am sighing, 

0*er such flowers nipt in their bloom. 

I have parted with another, — 
He to foreign laiids hath gone, — • 

He the only son; my brother^ 
Now his absence I bemoan. 

• 

I hafve seen my aged father, 
Bending to an adverse fate ; 

Woiider not that I should gather 

Cypress leaves, and mourn of ]ate< 

Tears befit my lonely hours, 
Tears of sorrow now may fall; 

Yet I owji my better. pbWers, 
See that God is all in all. 
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" DUST THOU ABT AWD IT3IT0 DUST SHALT THOU 

KKTUBN." 

Heavens just demand^ — let mortals bow 

In justice to their King ; — 
Pride ia our curse and sin below, ' 

The sting of death is sin. 

Sin the great enemy of souls. 

Blights all bur hopes of heaVen, 
Till grace with power the heart controb^ 

And mercy free is given. 

m 

When mercy hides our sins, we view 

A home beyond the grave, 
Grace triumphs over deaXb, to, show 

That Christ hath power to save. 



O Jesus, wash us clei(Vi froin sin, 
With thy most precious blood; 

Then shall our faith fresh courage win, 
To appear before our God. 



ON VISITINft THfi TblCBS ot MV RELATIVES. 

I stood alone to muse upcm tl\Q de^d^ 
That lay all still beneath l\ie ^Ta^s^j Vin^ *i 
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Five in the narrow' house have made their bed, 
Death told their story soon, 'twas sad enough. 

There lay my sisters side by side in death, 
And each one had a babe laid near her side; 

Near them I found my mother, wrap'd beneath 
The green sheath'd curtain where her tears have 
dry'd. 

Mournful she once did sit in sorrow here, 

Aroun!] her children's graves, and iho't how low 

Those forms which once her bosom held most dear, 
Were thus consign*4^ death ; sad tale of wo ! 

I love to listen to the passing breeze. 

That always seems to sigh most mournful here; 
Those whispering murmurs in the neighboring 
trees, 

Tell more than words can over friends so dear. 

I muse upon their lives, which seem a dream. 
So short, so full of rapid change, and death. 

Which drew a sable curtain o'er the theme, 
And gave to immortality their vital breath. " 

The cause of all this bitterness of wo. 

The anguish of my spirit long*d to find. 
When justice spoke from hewen \a ^<^/e«f)!u&\w > 
Sin is the cause of deatVi*, iMm \a twi^^ 

11 
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Be still and know that thou to<Vfioon must die* 
This mortal, immortality must wear, 

Before it can ascend the ethereal sky, 

And drink of pleasures that will there appear. 

The gift of God is made eternal life, 

To all who on his name and truth believe ; 

The dead in Christ are now his chief delight. 
Believe, and be baptized, and ye shall live. 



Blesged are the poor in tpirU^^or ikeir^* it the king' 
dom ofheacen. ■ Matt. v. 3. 

A still small voice falls gently on mine ear; — 
Awake my powers and banish every fear; 
Thy poverty of spirit soon will prove, 
That thy inheritance is Jesus' love. 

Rich consolation 's in the sound 1 hear; 
Sweet words of promise now will soon appear ; 
The poor in spirit heaven's own subjects are. 
For they shall in their Father's kingdom share. 

Wait then, my soul, a few more fleeting years ; 
The gifl of heaven will well reward thy tears; 
Low at his cross thy every care resign, 
For grace and mercy iVkcxe fot«^Qt ^\tA. 
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Bletied are they thai imwm, /or they thaU be cctn^ 

forted. Matt. v. 4. 

Precious the never failing spring. 
That flows at God's right hand; 

Precious the gifl and offering, 
Reveal'd bj his command. 

The fountain of our comforts, flow 

In his enlighten'd word ; 
Our bosoms feel the sacred glow, 

When resting on the Lord. 

The blessed comforter indeed, 

Hath power to give to all ; 
Life, health and peace in time of need, — 

Rise then my soul and calL 



Blened are the meek i for they^ shall inherit the earth. 

Matt. V. 5. 

In heavenly accents most refln'd, 

The Savior's message falls ; 
These words are for the meek design'd, 

These lambs his love enrols. 

On earth the meek shall ta«tA V\\% >gc^^<^<^ 
Tho' winds and alotvft^ igJoov\^>^Si^\ 



Hid covert is a resting pkce, 
Where pleasures ever flow. 

His righteousness, tbeir richest gain. 
Defends as with a shield, 

When sot row's overwhelming trains 
Makes the proud sinner yield. 

The meek are blessed in his wordy 
They heavenly joys pursue, 

They seek the favor of the honl. 
And own him just and true. 



Blested are they which do hunger and MrU afUr 
righteoutnesa^for they shall hefilUd. M att. v. 6. 

A treasure to the hungry soul is given, 
And water for the thirsty flows from heaven ; 
There drink, and ye shall never thirst again. 
For angels' meat and drink shall you sustain. 

To feel the joy of every sin forgiven. 
To know what angels know, is bliss, is heaven; 
To taste the grace that from this fountain flows. 
Is what the text in sweet communion shows. 



Bttmdar*tS*m*rlHfU,JbrAtyA<aiobtamm*ny. 
Hktt. T. 7. 

Mercy came down from heaven to maot 

For earth to lean upon ; 
Frail nature would not see the pUni — 

Yet God could send his Sod. 

He came, and blessed be bb name. 

With mercy shining round, 
To bring rich grace from heaven to men, — 

All glorious is the sound. 

Mercy, sent down from God's right band. 

Should ever bear a part, 
In every nalkra, every land, 

And live in every heart. 

Mercy in God's own spirit lives, 

And to the world unfolds 
The dew of heavenly mercy, — gives 

New life to thirsty souls, 

Then as we thirst, and find his grace 

la ready to imparl 
AH needful comforts to out race, 

To beal the broken heurt 

A> mumy flows to w tnxa \m««iu 
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Mercy by us shoold free M-giteOi 
The promise ricWy pays. 



Blessed are ihe pure in heart, for they skaU tee Chd* 

Mstt* V* 8. 

Joys iiDinortal e*er in Uoom, 

Wait for diee in beeven; 
««Conie»" the Spirit cries, ^ there 'i raoo!*'* 

Sparkling crowns are given. 

The streams are pure, that flow aromid 

The city of our God, 
And pure the hearts that thene are found, 

Wash'd in the atoning blood. 

There the redeemed by promise stand. 

Forever undismay'd ; 
They stand or fly at his command. 

They know their ransom's paid. 

The pure in heart behold the face 

Of a forgiving God ; 
In his approving smiles they traee 

A love excef>ding broad • 



The Spirit and tVie'&n^ vvj ^ 
Behold the 8a'^T'«Vn«^ 
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Hcav'n waits for thee, there yet is room, 
In realms of joy above. 

Prepare to enter at his call, 

Npr longer here delay ; 
His gifts and graces are not small, 

The pure in hesirt obey. 



Blessed are the peace-makers ^ Jar they shall be called 
. the children qf Qod. liatt. v. 9. 

Hak'monions songs, the angels sing, 

And we may sing below^ 
Heaven Will apprpve as we begin, 

And blessings. new bestow. 

The dew of mercy cheers our souls, 
And lifts our drooping heads ; 

The blessed promise now unfolds, 
And all its fragrance sheds. 

The root and branch united grow, 
By dews of quickening grace; 

Then peace and blessedness shall flow, 
And beam in every &ce. 

Lore sheds abroad heT \i«^\v(!k^'^'«%x«^% 
She moves bj gT%fieif&i!i^^\ 



The solace of our beaTf^rara, 
She comes with accents kind. . 

Love, joy and peace, in one abode, 
Are sisters of true grace ; 

Yet she is callM the child of God, 
Whose work is done in peace. 



Blessed are they. which, are persecuted Jorrighieausne9s^ 
sake^ for their"* s is the kingdom of heaoen* Matt. 

5. 10. .... 

They love the truth who in the promise sharey 
And through the storms of life the image bear 

m 

Of Him who will defend them with a shield, 
Nor to the tempter shall their courage yield. 

They stand undaunted, 'inidst a frowning world, 
'Tia their integrity that makes them bold ; 
When persecutions rise in mad career^ 
Their graces then more beautiful appear. 

The precious promises, to them unfold 
Life giving powers, dearer to them than gold ; 
And though the tempest rise and they are driven^ 
Tbey know their bark wiU soonei la.tkdv&b«iJ^«\!L« 
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They live for Christy and for his name they die,' 
Nor die in vain — their kingdom now is nigh; — 
Angels will bear their spirits safe to heaven, 
And crowns of joy to them are freely given. 



Blessed are ye when men shall revile you^ and perse- 
cute you, and shall say all manner of evil against 
you falsely, for my sake. Matt. v. 1 1. 

Happy the man who walks in wisdom's path, 
Who calls his highest wealth the joys of faith, 
Nor goes astray from Jesus' sweet command^ 
But views the glories of the promised land. 

No storms of sorrow, here has ever drown'd 
The humble spirit who is hevcnward bound; 
Though persecutions rise, the word of God 
Makes all things work for his eternal good. 

He knows the falsehood, and^the cruel rage 
In which the poweis of darkness ofl engage; 
'Tis then he filies to the f>rotecting wings 
Of Jesus, who the oflfer'd blessing brings. 

The suffering saint then finds a shelter near, 
A refuge in the Savior's love and care. 
Whose voice of mercy bids the winds be still. 
And leads the captive to his holy htU, 



MEMOIRS, KTC. 



Having onCe pledged myself the duty, as wel) 
as the pleasure, of presenting my friends with 
some memoirs of my near and dear relations, I 
think it necessary to commence them in some- 
thing of an historical, or biographical manner ; 
and more particularly so, as my sister Sarah, now 
deceased, who wrote part of the following poems,- 
left no particular memoirs. 

My honored father, Mr. Thomas G. Wolcott, 
of Branfbrd, Connecticut, was born August 16, 
174)4, and was graduated at Yale College, in th& 
year 1783. His character as a man of strict in- 
tegrity, has been, I believe, ever unsullied ; and 
through a long series of misfortunes and vicissi- 
tudes, which he has borne with unparalleled forti- 
tude, he has been enabled to preserve the inesti- 
mable value of truth, — which I hope is a pledge of 
that lasting inheritance which can never be taken 
ihMD him. 
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And here I must request the liberty to in* 

8crt a poem of his, which lie composed when 
he was very young, upon the death of his most in- 
timate friend who died at sea, and was buried in 
the water. 

.• AN £LEOY, 
On the death of Baker Lirulet/* 

What calls me from the peaceful fields, to tread 
The awful mansions of the silent dead I 
'Tis Baker^s ghost, that calls me forth to moum^ 
His too untimely end, and watery urn. 

Baker ! No, 'tis impossible he 's gone ; 
What, gone forever — never to return ? 
Yus, yes, 'tis he whose blithsome smiles beguil'd 
Long winter's eve, and every gloom expeU'd. 

Yet in his exit, oh I see him turn, 

Witii downcast eyes, anil seems for me to mouniy 

Lest contemplating on his generous love, 

Of my tremendous fate, I should forgetful prove. 

But yet he speaks in sofl endearing strains, 
Ere while as you, I traversed all the plains ; 
Vig'rous and active, when the mom arose, — 
Youthful and blooming^ in her ^and repose. 
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But in obedience to die fates, I ronm'd, 
Pursuing gains far from m; native hom« ; 
O'er aeasi by Isles triumphantly I rodej 
But my return convinn'd me of a God. 

For re-exploring seas, I once had pass'd, 
]n full expertince of my home at last ; 
In sanguine hopes to reap Buhstantial joy^- 
Anticipating mirth, without alloy: 



The King of terror's summon, soon he sends, 
Strait to my bath hia course he sternly bends ; 
A tiuce I ask'd, the ffliite severe, deny'd. 
My feeble vitals struck, I bow'd and dy'd. 

Tti yonder depths my body lies inter'd, 

Safe in the bosom of the roaring tide ; 

Sunk liy that stone which other's fiime resound. 

Be mine your voice, to echo my renown. 

Now ([o, nor stay in all this dreary coast, — 
Console my parents, for the son they've lust ; 
Let parents, biothers, sisters, you and all, 
Make me your index, to the eternal world. 
12 
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The following poem was also written by mj 
father, when he was eighteen years old, by the 
side of a dark pond overshadowed with cedaiSy not 
far distant from his dwelling. 

Assist my muse, while I attempt to scan « 
The dreary labyrinths of yonder pond j — 
Searching the deep recesses of the mud, 
Down to the chambers of the water god, 
Where, huge and rolling in his baleful gore, 
I may his function and his charge explore. 
And now when Libra rules the changing year, 
And summer suns yield sway to the horrid Bear— ~ 
When cheerful cultivation quits the fields. 
And thunder ceases his terrific peals, — 
When distant groves begin to stretch their shadeii. 
And western breezes wanton through the glades ; 
Sitting beside the gloomy lethean realm. 
Where horror reigns, with an eternal qualm. 
I spyM an ancient boat along the shore, 
Cover'd with moss, ay ! from the days of yore ; 
At viewing this primeval batk, I haste 
Along the shore, a desolated heath ; 
And now arrived to this mossy boat. 
With full intent of setting her on float, 
I seize the oar, and sweep the stygian wave, 
That from the upper shores the nether cave. 
Thus having gain'd this dolorous domaia^ 
Where sleep and qmet te«.l c«ltv ti^i«c t^\^5 
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Sudden, 1 heaid the rumbliug of his car, 
Drawn by infernal rapid steeds of war. 
ForthAvith I see his empire rolling high, — 
Horror augmented, by young demons' cry ; 
Not long, before 1 saw old Neptune soar 
Above the stygian waves, exhibiting his lore. 
" Why hast thou dar'd to rouse me from my cave, 
Assume my bark, and triumph on my wave, 
In which I deign to board my war-like sons, 
As nightly vigils round their course to run ; 
A vaunt, transgressor of my sacred realm, 
Or by my trident, I will thee o'erwhelm." 
Thus having said, he tUrnM his huge broad side, 
And -instantly immers'd him in the tide; 
And whilst his thundering mandate shakes the 

ground. 
The circumambient cedars nod around ; 

And whilst this I behold 1 gaze no more. 

But lash the waves, and hie me to the shore. 

lias camoenas cecini dum inglorius efilorueram. 



Our honored mother, Mrs. Lucy Wolcott, once 
Miss Lucy Hoffman, of Branford, was born Feb- 
ruary 5, 1769. She possessed through her life, 
some of those excellent gv^ia, yi\\\c?£v TWiJ«w^'^^«%2^- 
bed scene comfortable \ sucVv BA\viNe«» ^w^ T^^e^^w 
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She apparently possessed & quiet mind, under 
very adverse fortune ; and the last two years of 
her life, in which she labored under a wasting 
consumption, she was never known to be impa- 
tient, but was often so cheerful as to sing upon 
her bed. Her last faithful admonition to me was, 
to '< trust in God." And on the morning of the 
25th of March, 1830, she sweetly closed her eyes 
in death, without a struggle or a groan ; and it 
was remarked by many who were acquainted with 
her, that the same sweet smile she was wont to 
wear when in health, was discoverable on ber 
features when she was laid in the tomb. She 
was buried in Branford, beside her two deceased 
children, Sarah and Lucretia, and their in&ot 
children, in the Episcopal church-yard ; — where, 
in the month of June, such a bed of roses is 
scarcely to be found — which once caused some 
feeling stranger to write a beautiful poem upon 
the " Sisters' Graves," which has been so justly 
admired for the beauty of its intellect, as well.as 
the sublimity of its style, that I shall feel myself 
honored to give the rich laurels a place in these 
memoirs, from the New-York Christian Her- 
ald. 



■ THE aiSTEBB. 

The scorching of a mid -day si 
Had now abated, and the king of day 
Had sunk from view behind the western hills : 
But still, his golden pathway dOwn the sky, 
Reflected half bia radiance back to earth ; 
And thus the lingaring day, with light and shade 
Commingled, o'eroiy soul a sadness shed. 
It was a pleaiing sadness, that retreats 
From noise and mirth — that lonely musing loves — 
And as Iheduy declines, and night begins 
To light his torches, in the evening sky, 
1'faat loves to gaze upon the charming scenCi 
And feel the sentiment which nature speaks. 

Such was the hour.and such my pensive tliought, 
When slowly I approached and passed the gate 
That led me to the mansions of the dead. 
Few were ttie sleepers there, and short their sleep 
Had been ; for 'twas a grare-yard that but late 
Had to the long repose of death been given. 
Soon as within the gate i came, two mounds 
Of new-laid tuif — each headed by a stone 
Of monumental marble, milky while, 
And compassed round by palings, which by art 
Were taught to mourn, and tell another'a wo^— 
Arrested ray attention, and my steps 
Invited near ••»*** 

* * * With sadnoB 'teifjniillvA. 
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To gloomy melancholy, I approached 

To see what blighted hopes were buried there. . 

Two equal graves appeared, raised from the 

ground 
Like little hillocks, and the tufled sods 
Were shorn, and swept clean of their glossy fleecey 
As if a lamb had daily fed thereon ; — 
All, with a meaning aspect, seamed to say 
The hand of weeping love was oflen there, 
To deck and guard that mansion of the dead. 

'Tis by such actions, that the child of wo. 
The anguish of his spirit loves to soothe. 
Oil at the silent tomb of one beloved, 
Will he his fond but lonely visits-pay ; ' 
And from those deeds, that to unfeeling hearts 
Might folly seem, the purest joy derive. 

Supported by a slender stalk, there hung 
O'er either grave, a rose-bud half in bloom. 
Each hung a drooping head, and half concealed 
Amid the foilage, like the Cypress mourned. 
And seem'd to feel a sympathy in wo. 
I stooped to read the monumental tale, — 
For yet the twilight kindly lingered there — 
It was a tale of wo. Hopes bright as noon, 
And to that noon arrived, in one short hour. 
Had sunk — ^in night to which no morn succeeds. 
Two sisters — ^here Lucretia — Sarah there — 
Were sleeping stiWy in l\ie eis^x^^^ o^ ^^^^« 

Tiieir nuptial day w«Ay>^o\l!a,^^V>oal««^ 
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In circlinor months, had hnilM its glad return ; — 
In prospect, lite to them was full of joy. 
Conspicuous was the mark. — With envious eye, 
Their gladness death beheld. — An arrow flies — . 
One stands a widow, on the wreck of bliss. 
Woes multiply ; another arrow flies — 
Tliey both its victims fall : — One leaves her babe — 
Her orphan babe, to lisp his mother's name ; 
The other clasps hers, in her icy arms. 
And in a fond embrace, they slumber here. 

Sad tale of wo : — man's portion is to weep. 
But who can tell the anguish of those hearts 
That laid these treasures here? 
Did they, when woes flowM in upon them thick in 

train 1 
Did they refuse all comfort, and repine 
At him who sniote them ? Let the marble tell ; 
" Be of good cheer, 'tis I, be not afraid." 
To this resort they fled to seek support. 
And when afllictions come, why may not I — 
Why may not all, to tbQ same refuge flee 
For succor, and that succor find ? 



My honored and beloved parents, were mftii- 
ried by the Rev. Samuel Eells, in Branford, Mty 
27, 1 789. The pled^e« <^ ^^\\ \sra!cv^ >tf»«u, 
were six cbUdr en. The ikd«»\.»'^KiB»'3i>ws^ ^^^ 



14S 

sell Woolcott, was born March 19, 1790. ft was 
perceptible, at a very early age, that she possem- 
ed an attic genius for poetry, as well as for idubic 
She became a celebrated proficient in the latter, 
particularly upon the English Guitar. Her pow- 
ers of mind were, without flattery, superiory com- 
bined with a taste and relish for the fine arts. 
She did not* by any means, neglect that part of her 
duty, which enforces industrious habits, as one of 
the honors of her sex ; but was diligent without 
confusion ; she was ever cheerful iind animating 
in conversation with her friends, and was courte- 
ous to all ; but always regarded the pious poor, aa 
those that were entitled to her particular favor 
and condescension. 

She lived with her beloved parents until the 
age of twenty-four, at which time she was married 
to Dr. Cbailes R. Norton, now deceased, and 
moved to Southwick, Mass. They were blessed 
with a lovely son* who is now deceased, which I 
shall speak of hereafter. ., 

Sister Sarah had the happiness of living with 
her husband but four years. The circumstances 
of his death, it may not be improper to relate here. 
It was on the morning of the 21st of February, 
161 By that Dr. Norton arose in good health. 
After breakfast, he proposed to his wife and little 
BOD, a ride to Suffield ; — there were also two 
widow ladies in the bouaie, N?\«rilci \« v^^^«i«^ 
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should Bccotnpnnj them. — to wliich they consent-^ 
ed iviih pleasing ant Lcipalions. The Doctor men- 
tioned that be had a few patients to visit, preri* 
ouslyt and should be gone about an hour ; ancl 
wished his family to be in leadiness logo bb soon 
as he returned. His request was easily complied 
with, and the ladies sat wailing. 

Wlicn the Doctor returned, hecomplaiDedofa 
severe pain in his shoulder ; but spoke with so 
much composure, that none fell particularly 
alarmed, until he mentioned with considerable 
emphasis, that he really believed he was seized 
with some fever, which would take him out of Iha 
world. All thea became alanncd ; and the most 
skilful physicisos were immediately procured ; but 
be said it would be of do service. He requested 
biB wife to loosen the*cnivat that was about his 
neck, in doing which, she discovered a large pur- 
ple spot upon the side of his neck, which raised 
her suspicion that mortification had taken place ; 
and the physiciana were obliged (o own that bis 
case seemed to defy all medical aid. The sum- 
mons of death was lelentleBs ; and in seventeen 
tiours, his spirit took its flight into the unseen 
world, at the age of Iwenty^eiglil, greatly lament- 
ed by his friends. 

Sister Sarah, afier the buiial of her husband, 
mu Mrfreated lo return Vo ouv \wnot«^ ^Stw*' 
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who was then only three years old ; — the satisfac- 
tioD we all enjoyed in her return again to our 
family circle, was heightened much by the playful 
conversation of her little boy ; — who, as soon as 
he arrived, embraced his grandfather, saying, ** O 
grandpa, I have come-— how is it that you have 
done without me so long ?" This was received 
as a most welcome introduction, truly indicative 
of a feeling sense of his lonely situation. 

Sister Sarah lived about four years- aAer the 
death of her husband, a part of which time Bhe 
took charge of a school, and became greatly en- 
deared by her accomplished manners, to all with 
whom she was concerned. Her poetic genius 
did not in the least weaken her tenacious powers 
for mathematics, in which she excelled. And it 
is to be lamented, that her opinion of her own 
effusions were so low, that in her sickness she 
requested that all her writings might be destroy- 
ed ; and the very few that I have read were among 
the number that I suppose she would have for- 
ever laid aside. The first glow of her muse, was 
discovered when she was only three yea is old, 
when some one presented her with an apple and an 
orange, she was so delighted with the contrast, 
that she gave a spontaneous effusion in original 
style, greatly to the surprise and acceptance of 
the donor. And here 1 \9ow\<\ o>ftWi\N«i ^-cA. w«v- 
iher her poems, or my ovit\ yiou\^ eN^x \w*ii 
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been presenleil to public view, bad It not been 
for the friend); persuasion of our bighlj esteemed 
friend, the Rev. F. R. Gold now decesBed. 

Sister Satah lived to the age of tliirlj-two ; abe 
had lingered five monllia under a wasting con- 
sumption, which she endured with christian pa- 
tience and fortitude. Near the close of her life, 
when asked if she was afrnid to die, she said tbat 
she did not fuel mucli alarmed, tbat she had al- 
ways borne it in mind that she must diei tbere- 
fore the subject was not new to her. On being 
asked again if she was not airaid to die ? She re- 
plied, " why do you ask me that question) is not 
Christ sufficient -for me ? Do you feel surprised 
that I am not afraid to die ? My bodily pain bas 
been, and is still very great, and God has kindly 
ordered it so, that my mind should be at ease. 
Ill my Fathei's house there are many mansionB." 
She wislied to see her grave clothes, which I pre- 
sented her, she smiled and said, tbey looked too 
nice to inoutiler in the grave wilh her poor bodjt 
hut said she hoped for a better robe ibr her soul, 
even the robe of Christ's righteousness clear down 
at the foot of the cioss. Afler taking leave of us 
all, I observed to het Ihst 1 would now resign bor 
to the will of God, as I believed that her trust was 
in Him. She answered, she hoped so. Thaa 
teking her leave of her^wAoieA t\iM„*«^^*«*- 
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tives. Her little son was a true mourner^ he of- 
ten said he should never feel at home any wheie 
again in this world, as he had no father or mother. 
He lived to the age of eleven years. A year be< 
fore his death he was attacked with a disorder 
called the hip^disease, which began gradually to 
destroy his whole frame, and ended hb life id a 
consumption. 

On the 5th of April 1826, I visited him at his 
grandmother Norton.'s house in Guilford ; ^hen £ 
entered, the worthy woman said to me, ** I am 
glad to see you, Charles is dying." As I ap- 
proached his bed I perceived the hand of death 
was upon him, still he could speak in a whisper. 
I was much affected, and told him he wms now 
going home. "Yes," he said, and asked if I 
would stay with him. I lold him I would. 1 ask- 
ed him if he was willing to die ? his answer was, 
"O yes, that is my wish.'* I told him 1 trusted 
he would soon be in heaven, where I hopcnl he 
would meet his parents. He expressed himself 
to each one in the room, in su( h moving accents 
of love as appeared angelic. He requested that 
he might kiss each one in the house, after which 
he begged of his grandmother and myself not to 
cry, and expired in about two hours afler. 

nis grandmother observed, that for a few dajrs 
previous, he had seemed Vo «,\y^e\\ii\v\*'wfiJcAm<^ 
feara that he should not %o u> \iws^\\,^TA^«^^ 
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ollen repeat the Lonl's prayer and iha creed, and 
all the short prayer? that he had ever learned, 
8till hia mind wafi much nfibcled. She aaked 
him if he would wish any one to pray with himl 
He anstrered he shouki, nnd mentioned the gen- 
tleman's name whom he desired, he was requeu- 
ed to mention wlial he would wish him to praj 
fttr? he Replied, he wished to go to heaven. A& 
ter prayer^ he wqb aaked if it was according to 
hia mind t he snid it was, and that he was obliged 
to his friend. He was never known afler that to 
feel any apppehcn^iona oi fear of death, which 
makes the promise good, >' that the efiectuol ftr- 
vent prayer of ihe rigliteoiia man availeth much." 

My Eisler, Lucretia Wolcolt, afterwarda Mra. 
Mowry, was horn August 7lh I8U6. She was the 
youngexl rhild ef my parents. To say the leaat 
of her personal appearance, it was lovely, grace- 
ful and winning. In.all her deportment in life she 
was full of uibanily and kindnesa. At the age of 
sixteen alie wan married to Dr. Bedford Mowry 
of Pittsburg, niKv deceased, with whom she lired 
only OR0 year. The bitlh of an m&Dt daughter 
gave their hearts new joys, which' were aoon to be 
broken. The infant waa named Elizabeth Qitj. 

But the child waa only lent to reflect a gleam of 
happiness into the bosom of her fond pereota, «ad 
iJwB to expire. She iw«4 o^M ^^* ^^*- 
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Such flowers are taken from approaching itorms. 
And JcBUs kindly tblds them in his arms. 

My dear sister Lucretia lived only one month 
after the death of her infant, a hectic flush stole 
over her cheek immediately after the burijri of her 
child, she was persuaded from that hour that she 
could not long survive. Three days before her 
death she asked for her guitar. It was supposed 
to be improper for her to exert herself to pipy up- 
on it, as she could not raise herself from her pil- 
low without being supported. . Yet it was. pre- 
sented to her, and she accompained ^er weak and 
pathetic voice in such a mournful strain, that all 
who surrounded her bedside, were melted into 
tears. She selected and snng these appropriate 
linesy 

** So fades the lovely blooming flower,^ 
Frail smiling solace of an hour. 
So soon our transient comforts fly, 
And pleasure only blooms to die.*' 

She had a great desire to receive the comnvunion 
often in her sickness, and as often as it was ad- 
ministered to her, she expressed a thankfulness 
that Christ died for her. Whenever she was per- 
mitted to partake of that spiritual nourishment she 
seemed to revive, and she would often say, << O that 
/ was more holy» and beXleT ^\Xe^ v> ^v\kv«^ 
worlds. In every piayei Am f««a«dL \o \sw*3^ 
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afler holiiicBa and new desires for faoaven. How 
freqtienily would «1ib excluim, " without bdinem 
no man shall s«e the Lord." Tliia thought would 
caune her to Irernble for henKilf and fiiends. Bhe 
«xhortflci her yiiirng Triendi' in pnrticular " to or- 
der theli ronvers-ilion Hrif^hl," for then she be* 
lieved " God would show them his salvation." 

The evening previous lo her death, my niollwr 
asked her hovr she did ? her answer was *' O 
ma'ma I tirn almost to Salem," meaninir, as 1 mp- 
pose to peac^. Site requested us all whenev- 
er we came near her, to remind her of prayer. 
She exhorlod her husband with all the tendemeu 
that anjrels feel' for niorlab, entreating him in the 
most afTeclioDate language, not to waste his life 
in mournirig for her, but to remember that he 
must die — to seek the one thing needful) for that 
alone would liiaVe him hafipy here and after death. 

Her husband and myself were watching with 
her when she died. About one o'clock the call- 
ed him to her hed-side, and said, "O my dear 
husbanil, how I pily you ; you will soon be left 
alone, your wife is almost gone." He told ber 
be hoped shewouW soon be beller. "No," •■'d 
said she, -' I .am going houie." She then asked 
me to raise her, and I did. Her husband men* 
lioned to her that she was dyini ; ■' Tfe«," hft» *»- 
■p/f was, " I am- now i^ow?, \>inTO«" ^o»>^^»* 
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asleep, we hope in Jesud, aged seventeert And 
thoogh dead she speaketh <* be ye also readyy for 
in such ap hour as ye think not, the son of man 
cometb." 



It may be desirable to hear^some history of my 
father's lineage, in an ascending line. My grand- 
father Doctor Jeremiah Wolcott, was born at 
New-Haven, in November 1733, he died in 1792) 
and was buried in Windsor near th^ tomb of hia 
ancestors. He was a man of much education, and 
fine feeling. He married Miss Sarah Goodrich, 
1758, only child of Rev. Thomas Goodsell, A. M. 
of Eeast-Haven. She was a lady' of extensive 
powers of mind, excelled in . composition, both in 
prose and poetry. She was bo/n in 1740, and 
died in 1802, in the sixty-second year of her age. 

My great-grandfather, Dr. Alexander Wolcott* 
of Windsor, was born in the year 1712 ; and died 
about the age of 86 years. .He was a man of^ 
extraordinary personal appearance, and of the 
roost noble powers of mind ; and possessed some 
of the most exquisite sentiments, as. will be/uUy 
illustrated in such a piece of poetic composition of 
his, as hath rarely ever been exceeded by any poet 
either in Europe or Amencn y vi\v\c\v vj\\\\ ^t^»x 



deference, I iihall give place in the course of Umm 
memoirs. 



Almighl) God, most rnerciful anil just, 
Who many limes haa wrought sakation for me, 
O hear ihy suppliant's prayer, ere yet (he Bun 
Breaks from the hidttcn chambers of the east, 
To drink the morning cloud and early dew, 
Fair emblem of my life, my prayer begins 
Noren<ls when nJgfil has curtain'd o'er theaky. 
And shut out day light with its hideous Rhade ; 
Then airy phantoms rise, and midnight spectra 
■ 'skim ■ 
Along the gloom, or dance their magic circles 
Around my bed. Lord, I'm JialressL'd, alas 
My troubled soul — how many racking thoughts 

Disturb ihy quiet. 

Cares and distracting terrors press me downi 
While all rnysinsi a black and diamal train, 
Arrang'd along in dire array against me ; 
The graves are ready for me> and the pit 
Is open to receive me — see, grim death 
Has lift his shall to give the fatal blow 1 
Nor can my care avoid my certain dooin ; 
Malicious demons, with devouring jaws 
8laad ready to receive iWn Vt«\(^w%\p«!\^ 
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And bear me down, all cold with ahuddering 

horror. 
Unto those gloomy regions void of light* 
Where justice triumphs in eternal torture. 
And vengeance reigni^ in flames of quenchless 

fire. 
Where I no more the cheerful voice shall hear, 
Angelic or humane of friendly beings, — 
But fiends instead, and souls forever doom'd' 
To endless pains, with imprecations dire. 
And horrid curses shall surround my head. 
Amazed and almost Trantic with the prospect, 
I wildly stare on all surrounding heaven, 
And call on rocks and mountains for protection, 
But call in vain — nor rocks nor mountains hear; 
And men and angels are as deaf as they. 
Deserted thus by heaven and* earth I stand. 
The guilty, naked, unresisting mark 
Of heaven's pursuing vengeance, and expect 
The fullest vials of vindictive wrath 
Will soon be poured on my devoted head ! — 
Tremendous thought ! — where can a sinner fly ? 
And what kind hand will snatch me from destf ac- 
tion ? 
Is there no hope in clemency divine — 
And are God's boundless mercies gone forever ? 
Show pity Lord — :0 Son of David hear. 
Behold a humble, a lepeivtAu^ ^mtket 
la low proBtreJion bowab^foxeVVi^ VSwcowe, 
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And humbly begH for heavenly pily'a saket 

By that philanthropy that glow'd divine 

Within thy sacred breaiti by love divine. 

By those dread agonies thy soul bas-felt. 

By thy own deatli, and glorious resurrection. 

In honor to the scheme tby counsel laid. 

And to accomplish which, tby blood vaa spilt^ 

Show pity and forgive. 

My prayer is heard — a voice divine 

In secret whispers (rather felt than beard) 

Inrorms my ssul, ray sins are all forgiven, 

My doom reversed — and my salvation seal'd. 

Is this enthusiasm, or delirium ? ■ ' 

No : none but tie, who in crention's morn 

Hush'd the loud bellowinga of the roaring deep, 

Oispel'd the darkness — gave the light to shine. 

And call'd the beauteous train of order forth 

From darkness and confusion ; could have quell' 

The dreadful terapest in my guihy breast — 

Drawn the thick veil from my benighted mind, 

And shed its radiance o'er its inmost powers, 

Could give me faillr to view the mighty Savior 

Clad in His alt-sufSciency and love, ' 

And led my soul to place its linal hope 

And confidence in him — and to repose 

Its everlasting interest in hia hand. 

None else could still these boding feara, and «^»! 

Tfiis borne felt-coDSol&tAoa to m.'^ w«iv. 
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Of bumble. gratitude, accept the mercy. 
And in return to thee, my God, my Savior, 
I give myself — and every power I have. 
To be devoted ever to thy service ; 
Accept the dedication which I make, 
Assert thy rightful empire o'er thy servant. 
Reign king supreme forever in my breast ; 
O tune my nature in unison to virtue, 
Miiy my heart glow with that celestial order 
That animates the seraphs round thy throne. 
And when this mortal life on earth is ended, 
O may I rise and join the flaming throng. 
And dwell forever near thee. 

This great-grandfather of mine, vis. Dr. Alex- 
ander Wolcott, was a son of His Excellency Ro- 
ger Wolcott, of Windsor ; who was a grandson 
of the Hon. Henry Wolcott, of Windsor, and his 
wife, once Elizabeth Saunders; both of ^hom died 
in the year 1655, and rest under the well known 
arched granite tomb, seen for ages past, and may 
be seen for ages to come, being strongJy fastened 
together by transverse bars of iron. 



My great-grandfather, the before mentioned 
Thomas GoodseU, marmd "Nlx^ ^^\>3wa. \i^'^«Bfc- 
poit, daughter of tbe "EL©^. 3o\vti \>vi«w^i!C» 
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second mioieter of the gospel w Sunifonl. It is 
said that he was one of the greatest choractenfSa 
a goepi:] minister, ever known in America. He 
WHS granilson to the lirat Rev, John Davenport, 
roeniioned by the Rev. Dr. Trumbull in bia Hwto- 
ry of Connecticut, who came from England, with 
his humble Sollowen, and became the first settlera 
of Nowr Haven, at nt> great difference of the period 
of 1640. ■ . 

This, was the- same Rev. John Davenport, 
also. Who 'was said to have shielded and greafl; 
comforted those tliree /amous regicides of king 
ChtrJra the Fii«t ; viz. Goff. Wtfalley and Dix» 
well ; whom Preaident Stiles spealts of, ki fail 
History of the 'Jtidgce .of that luifoxiu Rale king. 



My grandCitber, on my dear mother's side, was 
Henry Hoffman ; whose parenta, as I have been 
informed by my honored "molher, emigrnted from 
Germany, to Dublin, JD Ireland; in which city, 
soon after their arrival, my grandfather was bofn. 
1 also leained from the same wurce, that this 
grandfather of.mine, when he was about fourteen 
year* of age, came from thence, unattended by 
any of his dear relalives, to America ; and wai 
said to have resided iweln* 'je&T»w\^\**^^'S™*-'-. 
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it were under the guidance of Providence^-— be 
came to Bran ford, Connecticut, and there soon 
found (how wonderftil are the ways of Pro?i- 
dence !) the person appointed to be his .futuie 
companion, and the itkothei of all his chiMten. 
He was, as it were by universal consent, one of 
the most benevolent, generous, companionabje, 
humane, and highly interesting gentlemen, that 
ever came from Dublin to America. He married 
Eunice Palmer, daughter of Mr. John -Palmer and 
Miss Thankful Howe, his amiable and pious con- 
tort. She was, beyond controversy, an extraor- 
dinary, prudent, industrious, econdmical' person. 
My grandfather. Hoffman died Oct. 11, 1779, 
aged 53. My grandmother Hoffman died July 14, 
1801, aged 68. 

And though no laurels deck their peaceful tombs, 
The humble violet there unfading blooms,^- 
Sofl be their slumbers till the trump shall sound. 
To wake the sleeping millions under ground. 



The muse will now in Sarah's name appear, 
.While my frail bark is safely landed here ; 
And though the storm hath often round me roll'd, 
I bless the Power that has my bark controi'd. 

ELIZA. w6lCOTT« 



BIRTB DAV. 

WritUn hy Sarah Q. Walcatl, the Jay the « 
eigldeen ytart ofagt. 

Farewell, ye railhless childhood je&ra, 
Thou goldeiii glittering dream ; 

O'er jtM, I'll shed some parting lean. 
Then float on life'* great stream. 

Farewell, yefeithlesa, clnldiah joya, 

Fals& bubbles or the stream ; 
AiAoia'a shining dew-drop toys, 

Wbich Taint in ThcEbas' beam. 



Farewell, the sorrows, cares, and pain, 
Erewhile thai vex'd my- heart ; 

Those same will never vex agaiOi 
Toaday, with me, ihey part. 



To>day, on life's u 



\ itA«, 
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O, may kind prudence be my guide. 
Nor leave me in the dark. 

Far distant from my humble lioat, . 

Let vanity be found ; 
Let malice never near me float* 

Nor vice with me abound. 



CODIC^. 

Now blustering March, with si^riftly circling sun 
Revolving, makes my years count *tweoty-one'; 
How seeming long, looks e'en one coming year, 
And yet, how short my tw£nty-one appear.- 

'Tis three years since, that I became eighteen, 
I ought e'er this, to have trod discretion'^ green ;- 
Pm old enough to kpow the right from wroifg. 
Leave folly's paths, and to the wise belon|r. • 

But vanity, alas ! still holds my mind 
A willing captive, in her chains confln'd ; 
Each dancing bubble, glitters in my sigrht. 
And many a folly still looks gay and bright.' 

A Btory, poor, 'tis true, atvd«8id\.o \feV\, 
That liidiscretiorfs patii 1 Vikoi? u» ni^J^s 



And ibOugh I oTl resolve my nays to mend, 
Some folly will that resolution t>en<l. 

Tho' to my childbood, I once bade adieu, 
I'm still a child in sense, and judgment too ; 
Tbo' prudence 1 once ask'd to be my guide, 
She's long since lied, and led my feet to slide. 



Sweet spring bss arrived, with warm breezes a 
showers, — 
Soil dews now enlifen the lield ; 
The meadows are waving with grass and swi 
flowers. 
Which the banks of the rivulets yield. 

On her bright welcome pinions, she brings I 
glad news. 

That winter's departed and gone ; 
That Flora's return'd, and with violets, strews 

The wild fields, o'er the temperate zone. 

The whistling young ruatici with joy marches for 
To the field with hia va!IV«v ol o«^& \ 



166 

While the birds on the boughs, lend tb«ii MMlfi of 

sweet mirth, 
And ID concert, assist his wild notes. 

The wild geese have long since wing'd their flight 
to the North, 
Where the ice is broke up, and all^s clear ; 
And the leafless old elm's youthful buds have ahol 
forth, 
And arrayM in rich beauty, appeal. 



▲N ELEOT, 



On the deaJth qf Amy Dumby a coloured tPoUmg' maid* 



Go, muse, e'er Phoebus lights our silent plain^ 
Go, where between the church-yard and the greeiif 
Slow glides the streamlet, murmuring through the 

gloom, 
While Cynthia's beams mark plain each narrow 

tomb. 

There, while in slumbers sunk the drowsy wor1d» 
And sport and business lie, to silence lull'd ; 
While nought is heard, save where the farm-houao 
doff. 
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Howls to the moon, through dews and midnight 
fog. 

Then wakeful. muse, go choose thy mournful seat. 
Near Amy's grave, and sing her early fate ; 
Tell how, while.in her life's most cheerful mom, 
Death seized and laid her in the grave forlorn. 

While cheerful hope rose in her youthful mind, 
The curtain dropt, and sunk each hope behind ; 
Beware then, youth, nor trust in years to come, 
For death is envious of life's nodding plume. 

But now tlic mus£, to yonder cottage flies, 
Where Amy's rrtolher, poor and friendless lies — 
There weeping lies upon that mournful bed, 
From Whence so late her daughter's spirit fled. 

Nor does she mourn'for Amy's fate alone,— 
Her poor Theophilus, her last dear son, 
Stiuck by the fatal sickle, he too fell. 
And lies near Amy, in his narrow cell. 

There rests the arm, which once the scythe could 

wield, — 
Whose sounding axe could make the woodlands 

yield ; 
There rest the feet, which oil at earliest daw^^ 
Were making tracks actoia vVi^ ^«^^\vnTi, 



There rests pour Amy's filial love and care. 
Which often led her from her cottage dear ; 
To rove at dusk, beneath the mountain dark, — 
'J^u meet her mother coming from her work. 

What 'thoMgh in church-yard comer moat remote, 
Their humble corses till the judgment rest ; 

What tho^ on earth their names are soon forgot. 
And earth's proud marble, ne'er pronounced 
them blest. 

Be mine the task to paint poor Amy^s worth, — 
To tell her merits while she dwelt on earth ; 
Me it becomes, for whom so oil she toil'd, ' 
Nor from the hardest drudgery recoiPd. 

Tho' few her years, and sm^ll her active sphere,-— 
Tho' doomed the badge of poverty to wear; 
She to distress, kind sympat|iy would give. 
And drop a tear, the wretched to relieve. 

When e'er on her a favor was bestowM, 
Her heart and lips with gratitude o'erllow'd ; 
When deep consumption wrung her heart with 

pain, 
Her patience seldom lef\ her to complain. 

Such worth was hers, who slumbers now in earth — 
Whose sires to wvelc\\ei\ Mnc o\w%^>Xvw\i\x>\\\ 



Than, let not prideior pedigree, depend 
For peace in life, or joy when lire shall end. 



L rAKEWEIX PIEOX. 



WritUti by titter SanlA, jiitt after n 
oAoul to leatie home, and the rurrounding tcentri/. 

Farewell, Bare-plain, and Mull in -hill, 
Where Bheop-bdis dingle on thy brow ; 

Old 'Tocket Mount, to tliee farewell. 
To whoae proud fop, skiea seem (o bow. 

Each spreading shade, and ripling brook. 
Where since my childhood, oft I've rov'd ; 

Each favorite walk, and winding nook, 
Near you my happiest days I've pror'd. 

Adieu, dear home, and garden hower, 

Where neighboring nymphs aud swains repair; 

In Slings and chat, to spend an hour. 
Each summer eve, by moanlight fair. 

No more, where once old Hagar* sat, 
In ivinter's ere, with kindred friends. 



*Hagv, a hmald colored •amnt. 
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Shall I partake the cheerful chat. 
Or shrink at tales of midnigrht fienda. 

When I each pleasing scene retrace. 
Of past amusement's youthful joys. 

They seem like phantoms, quickly past. 
And vain qls infant's idle toys. 

On pleasures past, I now look back, 
With pleasing, mournful^ retrospect ; 

Those transient joys are gone \o wreck. 
And ril no more on them f eflect. 

• 

Past days, and years, a long adieu ; 

And scenes to come, I little know ; 
But prospects rising into view, 

Hope always gilds with radiant glow. 

Thus, all through life, with one consent. 
Through circling years, and changing seen 

On happiness are ever bent. 

And then, like me, leave Hagar's plains. 



Ammagefrom my dear luter Sarah, taker lUtUtrm, 
vihen ihe wot ketping ichool at a dittancejrom him. 

SaturdAf, Maj 131h, 18SI. 

Dear ChRtles, thy mother wishes lo impart 
To you, some rnnd emotions of her heait ; 
For Oh ! ten long and lonely miles, diride 
Thy little footslepe from ihy nmtber'satde. 

Sometimes thy Ma'rna, her Teehle arm extends, 
To try to reach thee with her finger's ends ; 
But while her hand tliy little form would find, 
It meets with nothing but the whispering wind. 

Already, four Icing lingering weeks have ded. 
Since on my axm tliuu laiil'st Ihy little head ; 
And many s sun-bright day been sad to mc. 
Which had been gay, could [ thy smiles but see. 

Two mournful years and more, have roll'd away. 
Since thy loved father ted (he bouse of clay ; 
And chang'd this toilsome incomplete abode. — 
1 hope for Appier mannonv, near his God. 

Relentless Jeath; in mercii«s career. 
Still doom'd to pluck anotlier fri«iid most dear ; 
And (hy dear Uncle, in youth's floweiy bloom, 
Has left life's gs; apTtug, Rh- thu mitmi tam^ 
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Dear Cbariesy thou'st found thii worid a chan 

scene* 
And as thou older grow'st, 'twill prove more ' 
Eartb^s gay allurements, smiling as tbey seen 
Will prove at length, a fond delusive dream y 
Then let my darling, store bis infant mind, 
With lasting treasures, of a nobler kind. 

From your loving Mother, 

Sarah G. Nosto 



A POEM, 

WriUen at the expiration of the year 1817, and c 

Jirtt daum of Ibis, 

Go, fading moon, no more to cheer, 
With thy soft rays, the fallen year ; 
No more to reign, nocturnal queen. 
Of eighteen hundred seventeen. 

While on Pacific's smooth expanse. 
Thy silver rays thus lightly dance; 
The infant year begins to rise, 
Just beaming thro' the eastern dciea. 

O glorious tinge of early dawn, 
/list peeping o^eT €lEk« «ai^%tii\Kwi!i \ 



May every voice ita matin raise. 
To chant a new year's song of praise. 

What I ho' on earth's angenial bedt 
Some friend, once dear, may soon be laid, — 
No more to beam the cheerful smile. 
The fleeting moments to beguile. 

Still let us praise the power divine, 
Whose works through fair creation shine ; 
Who meeteth heaven out with a span, 
And sends bis grace to fallen man. 
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To sorrow, . . • . 

On the masquerade. 
Invitation, . . 

The return from a long^ voyage. 

Heaven, .... 
Revektioiui ii. 7, 
\ Cfcri«tia«tetli,ii tempted, utAoHoxBoatfjCb. 
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On evening. 

To the moon rising abore the waters, 

The christian, 

The night passage at sea, 

My native va]lej. 

Lines written by the sick bed of my honored 

ther, . • • • 

Address to my honored father, 
Happiness not to be found upon earth. 
The wilds of Letocket mount. 
Sonnet to the month of April, 
Grief and Hope compared to the rainbow after a 

shower. 
Immortality, 
Childhood, 
The flower. 
An elegy on the death of Mrs. Lucy Wolcott, 
" Whosoever is born of God, overcometh the 

world," . , 

Meeting of friends afler a long absence. 
An exhortation to patience. 
Equinoctial gale. 
Christian love. 
Our Savior^s call, 
The meeting of the waters. 
On memory, 
Bethlehem's Star, 

On the death of Rev. Thomas R. Gould, 
" See that ye refuse not\i\m"\)ML\. «'^^<«^<eXXi^ 
Hiappiness, . • • • 

Considerations tiiK>n the "MAWecLVirR* 
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The green meadow, • .112 

The aged female colored servant, • • 114 

The turtle, . . )iS 

The grape vine, .... 116 
The approach of June, or the month of roses^ 117 
A sonnet to the whippowil, . • 118 

On dreams, . . . .110 

The solitary, . . . . 120 

** Dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou re- 
turn," . . . • 122 
On visiting the tombs of my relatives, . 122 
** Blessed are the poor in spirit, for their's is- the 

kingdom of heaven," . . . 124 

** Blessed are they that mourn for they shall be 

comforted," .... 125 

" Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the 

earth," ..... 125 
' ^ * Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst 

after righteousness, for they shall be filled," 126 
** Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain 

mercy," ..... 127 
** Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see 

God," . . . .128 

** Blessed are the peace-makers, for they shall be 

called the children of God," . . 129 

'* Blessed are they which are persecuted for 

righteousneess' sake, for their's is the kingdom 

ofheaven,'* .... XSA 

** Blessed are ye when i&<eii«\M2[!Lt«<9'^^l^^^^::B^ 
than aaj all manneT of evWH^vmi*. '^o^^iftaMaBS^ 

ibr my lake,*' 
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MEMOIRS, 133 

POEMS. 
Birth day, ..... 157 
Codicil, . . •. . ' . 158 

On Spring, .... 159 

An elegy, on the death of Amy Dumb, . 1 60 
A Farewell poem, . . . . 163 

A message from my dear sister Sarah, to her lit- 
tle son, ..... 165 
A poem written at the expiration of the year 
1817, and at t^ first dawn of 1818, . 167 
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